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Phillips  Academy, 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 
Cecil  F.  P.  Bancroft,  Ph.  D.,  LLD,  Principal. 

THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges, 
the  scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools. 
One  hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 
The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 
The  pupils  last  year  numbered  over  four  hundred,  less  than  one 
half  of  whom  were  from  New  England,  and  the  others  from  more  distant 
places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept.  21,  1899,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to  the 
accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amount  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and  for 
copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 
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What  He  Says  About 

Water  man9  s  Ideal  Fountain  Pen. 
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"It  suits  me  perfectly:'— GEORGE  DEWEY. 

What  suits  the  Admiral  will  suit  any  loyal  American.    A  No.  25  Gold  Mounted  Pen  like 
Dewey's  can  be  had  from  all  dealers  at 

Madison  or  L.  E.  Waterman  Company,  -  157  Broadway,  N.  Y. 
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RHODES  &  MOULTON, 
.~Up-to*Date  Shoe  Parlors... 

STUDENTS'  SHOES,  Distinctive  in 
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Celebrated 


Latest  Designs  and  Colors 
of  the  Season. 


Collins  & 
Fairbanks  Co., 


...BOSTON 


ESTABLISHED   18  IS. 

BROOKS  BROTH  CPS 

BROADWAY, 
COR.  22D  STREET,  NEW  YORK  CITY. 


Clothing  for  Youths,  Boys  and  Children. 

REdDT-MdDE  AHh  NdbE  TO  MEASURE. 


Suits  for  School,  Dress  and  Semi-dress 
Wear. 

Covert  Coats,  Silk,  Wool  and  Serge  lined. 
Riding  Jackets  and  Knickerbockers. 
Sweaters  in  School  or  College  Colors. 


Fancy  Waistcoats,  in  Wool,  Marseilles  and 
Duck.    Scotch  Long  Hose. 

Furnishing  Goods,  including  Shirts,  Paja- 
mas, Bath  Gowns,  Etc. 

Made  especially  for  our  Boys'  trade. 


The  particular  care  exercised  by  us  in  the  cut,  manufacture  and  novelty  of  pattern  in  ou 
Men's  Read-Made  Garments,  is  also  extended  to  our  Clothing  for  Boys  and  Children,  and  at  the 
ame  time  the  necessity  for  moderate  prices  has  not  been  overlooked. 


Our  Catalogue  will  furnish  details  impossible  to  enumerate  here. 
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preserve  tbe  ©It)  Customs* 

A  school  without  its  peculiar  customs  and  traditions  has 
no  more  claim  to  greatness  than  has  a  nation  without  a  his- 
tory. School  traditions  and  school  history  are  inseparably 
connected.  Through  traditions  we  are  brought  into  the 
closest  contact  with  the  past ;  we  feel  something  of  the  same 
spirit  that  has  actuated  and  inspired  our  predecessors  ;  by  a 
clearer  knowledge  of  these  men  we  broaden  our  own  hori- 
zons :  we  profit  by  their  mistakes  and  we  draw  inspiration 
from  their  successes.  It  is  the  knowledge  that  Phillips 
Academy  has  had  a  history,  a  great  and  glorious  history,  that 
brings  to  every  boy  to-day  a  feeling  of  pride  in,  and  love  for 
the  old  school.  He  becomes  a  sharer  in  the  past  as  well  as 
in  the  present.  He  is  no  longer  an  individual,  but  one  of  a 
great  body  of  men  drawing  inspiration  from  a  common  source. 
If  he  scceeds,  hundreds  of  others  will  be  helped  and  bene- 
fitted :  if  he  fails,  Andover  men  everywhere  will  share  in  his 
misfortune.  Is  he  an  athlete,  he  knows  that  his  record  in 
every  game  is  followed  by  Andover  men  all  over  the  country: 
is  he  a  scholar,  his  mental  attainments  will  be  added  to  those 
of  many  others  to  whom  Andover's  prestige  in  the  educa- 
tional world  to-day  is  due.  To  the  realization  of  this  one 
fact  many  of  Andover's  most  prominent  graduates  owe,  in  no 
small  measure,  their  success. 
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And  so  it  very  naturally  comes  about  that  the  school 
with  the  most  brilliant  past  is  also  the  school  richest  in  tra- 
ditions. In  most  of  the  oldest  English  schools  today  the  old 
customs  are  held  as  sacred,  and  are  as  zealously  guarded  as 
were  the  shrines  and  temples  of  the  ancients.  And  because 
of  this  our  respect  and  admiration  for  these  schools  is  vastly 
increased. 

Phillips  Academy,  the  oldest  and  greatest  school  of  its 
kind  in  America,  has  its  full  share  of  traditions.  They  have 
been  handed  down  from  generation  to  generation  and  have 
received  the  reverence  that  is  their  rightful  due.  Changed 
conditions  and  progressive  ideas  have  occasionally  modified 
or  wholly  obliterated  former  practices,  while  more  rarely  still 
carelessness  and  a  failure  to  appreciate  its  true  significance 
and  value  have  allowed  a  custom,  most  valuable  in  itself,  to 
fall  into  disuse. 

"The  Phillipian,"  in  a  recent  issue,  has  called  attention 
to  a  case  of  this  latter  kind,  and  has  rightly  urged  that  the 
school  take  steps  to  restore  to  its  former  place  a  custom  that 
has  recently  been  sadly  neglected.  I  refer  to  the  recognition 
in  morning  chapel,  or  on  the  campus,  of  old  Andover  men 
who  from  time  to  time  return  to  the  school.  A  peculiarity 
of  the  Andover  spirit  has  always  been  its  strength  in  cement- 
ing the  ties  between  the  men  who  have  gone  out  from  the 
school  and  those  who  are  still  members  of  the  institution 
Andover  men  in  college  especially  have  felt  the  strength  of 
this  bond.  They  have  followed  with  the  deepest  interest  the 
record  of  those  who  have  succeeded  them.  They  have  come 
back  in  large  numbers  to  coach  our  teams  and  to  aid  us  in 
our  most  important  contests.  They  have  urged  relatives  and 
friends  to  come  here  and,  they  have  always  boasted  to  their 
college  friends  that  theirs  was  the  best  school  in  the  land. 
The  old  desire  to  do  something  to  add  to  the  glorious  name 
of  Phillips  Academy  has  followed  them  throughout  their  col- 
lege course,  for  they  have  felt  that  the  school  was  still  watch- 
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ing  them, —  that  they  were  still  her  pupils.  Did  others 
require  assurance  that  these  feelings  were  well  grounded  ? 
Let  them  return  to  Andover  and  see  for  themselves  the  wel- 
come that  the  old  school  had  in  store  for  her  sons.  What 
old  Phillips  boy  during  his  college  course  has  not  eagerly 
looked  forward  to  the  day  when  he  could  come  back  here  and 
feel  his  heart  swell  with  pride  and  the  blood  tingle  in  his 
veins  at  the  hearty  welcome  awaiting  him  the  moment  his 
foot  crossed  the  threshold  of  the  old  chapel  door  ?  Or  what 
student  in  the  '80s  does  not  recall  his  eagerness  to  get  to 
chapel  early,  in  order  that  he  too  might  join  in  the  applause? 
when  he  had  heard  that  some  prominent  alumnus  was  in 
town  ?  What  Andover  man  has  ever  returned  to  the  old 
campus,  with  his  college  letter  on  his  breast,  who  has  not 
been  stirred  through  and  through  by  the  hearty  cheer  that 
greeted  him  as  he  stepped  to  the  plate,  or  pulled  off  his 
sweater  in  preparation  for  his  first  rush  ?  No  wonder  a  wave 
of  pity  swept  over  us  for  those  on  our  teams  who  had  no 
claim  to  our  especial  privilege.  No  wonder  that  after  that 
they  believed  us  when  we  told  them  that  ours  was  the  great- 
est, the  only  school  in  the  land.  And  no  wonder  that  we 
heard  within  a  few  years  that  their  brothers  and  friends  had 
entered  Phillips  Academy. 

The  picture  I  have  given  you  has  not  been  overdrawn. 
As  for  myself  I  played  only  on  a  smaller  college  team.  There 
were  three  other  Andover  men  on  that  same  team,  two  of 
whom  had  acquired  their  athletic  fame  only  after  entering 
college.  And  yet  to  the  end  of  our  college  course  no  one  of 
us  entered  morning  chapel  or  ever  stepped  to  the  plate  on 
the  campus  without  receiving  a  welcome  that  made  us  long 
to  be  school  boys  again  and  that  stirred  within  us  more  than 
ever  our  pride  in  our  Alma  Mater. 

Under  modern  conditions  it  often  becomes  desirable,  and 
in  some  cases,  perhaps  necessary,  to  abolish  customs  of  long 
standing  which  in  themselves  savor  too  much  of  a  primitive 
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school  life.  Hazing  has  rapidly  disappeared,  while  similar 
practices — relics  of  a  by -gone  age  —  have  been  relegated  to 
their  proper  place.  But  customs  such  as  the  one  to  which  I 
have  referred,  customs  which  serve  to  bind  more  closely  the 
school  and  her  sons,  which  strengthen  and  stimulate  the  love 
and  loyalty  of  every  old  Phillips  boy,  these  are  far  too 
precious  to  be  ruthlessly  cast  aside. 

A.  E.  Stearns. 


Xookmg  Backward 

Backward,  turn  backward  O  time  in  your  flight  ; 
Feed  me  on  gruel  soup  just  for  tonight, 
I  am  so  tired  of  sole-leather  steak, 
Petrified  doughnuts  and  vulcanized  cake, 
Oysters  that  sleep  in  a  watery  bath, 
Butter  as  strong  as  Goliath  of  Gath  ; 
Weary  for  paying  for  what  I  can't  eat, 
Chewing  up  rubber  and  calling  it  meat. 

Backward,  turn  backward  for  weary  I  am, 
Give  me  a  whack  at  my  grandmother's  jam, 
Let  me  drink  milk  that  has  never  been  skimmed, 
Let  me  eat  butter  whose  hair  has  been  trimmed, 
Let  me  once  more  have  an  old-fashioned  pie, 
Then  I'll  be  ready  to  curl  up  and  die. — Ex. 


Gbe  profeasor's  Dream. 

(  Translated  from  the  Dntcli ). 

(This  interesting  story  was  found  among  the  papers  of  an  old  Dutch 
gentleman  who  died  recently.  It  had  apparently  been  written  during  his 
college  days  as  a  take-off  on  the  extremists  who  placed  such  faith  in  the 
di-gamma.) 

^pHE  day  had  been  a  hard  one  for  the  Greek  professor, 
from  morning  till  night.  The  evening  before  he  had 
been  unable  to  go  to  sleep  until  one  o'clock,  being  exhausted 
by  the  cares  of  the  class  room  ;  consequently  he  slept  over, 
missed  chapel,  and  arrived  at  the  recitation  room  just  as  the 
last  of  his  eight  o'clock  division  slipped  down  the  back  stairs. 
The  next  division  filed  in  with  three  men  missing,  and  in 
commenting  severely  upon  the  fact  the  Professor  forgot  to 
hunt  up  his  "  Handy  Literal  Translation  "  before  the  recita- 
tion began.  Not  that  the  Professor  used  a  translation  in  his 
classes,  for  himself,  alas  !  no,  he  only  had  it  there  to  detect 
any  luckless  youth  who  might  have  used  that  same  little 
translation  in  preparing  his  lesson. 

But  to  return  to  our  story,  the  Professor  did  not  discover 
his  loss  until  he  called  on  a  fellow  whose  unusually  ready 
answers  seemed  to  imply  that  he  had  not  gotten  out  his 
lesson  alone.  Then  it  was  that  the  Professor  reached  to  get 
the  book  from  its  accustomed  place,  but  to  his  surprise  it 
was  not  there.  He  hunted  high  and  low,  but  with  no  suc- 
cess. "  To  think  of  anyone  finding  that  book  in  my  desk," 
thought  he.  "  Why  didn't  I  think  to  lock  it  up?  "  Now,  of 
course,  when  an  instructor  loses  his  translation,  it  is  an  ex- 
tremely awkward  thing  for  him  to  recover,  for  he  cannot  go 
around  asking  every  fellow  he  meets,  "  Who  swiped  my 
trot  ? "  as  do  some  of  his  pupils  ;  nor,  in  fact,  can  he  com- 
municate to  any  one  his  loss,  without  implicating  himself. 
So  the  Professor  had  to  finish  the  recitation  without  such 
assistance,  and  in  fact,  all  the  recitations  of  the  day,  which 
put  him  in  no  very  pleasant  frame  of  mind,  nor  left  his  pupils 
in  any  better  one.  \ 
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His  next  class  was  one  in  Homer,  and  everything  went 
off  fairly  well  for  a  time,  until  he  questioned  the  class  in 
regard  to  the  formation  of  a  certain  word.  Nobody  saw  any- 
thing peculiar  about  it,  and,  at  length  the  Professor,  irritated 
by  their  apparent  ignorance,  said,  "  Can't  any  of  you  see  that 
the  Digamma  originally  was  in  this  word  ?  "  Now  the  Dig- 
amma  is  an  ancient  Greek  letter  which  instructors  are  accus- 
tomed to  use  to  overawe  their  pupils  and  show  their  own 
Greek  knowledge,  and  if  by  chance  a  lucky  student  happens 
to  give  a  correct  answer  in  regard  to  it,  his  term's  work  is 
immediately  marked  A  plus.  Accordingly,  when  everything 
else  fails  and  he  can  think  of  nothing  else  to  say,  a  student 
will  invariably  answer  that  the  Digamma  was  dropped  out, 
but  had  been  formerly  in  the  word  and  was  discarded  by  the 
later  Greeks.  This  time,  however,  it  was  too  plainly  evident 
that  the  Digamma  had  nothing  whatever  to  do  with  the  word 
for  even  the  boldest  to  hazard  such  a  reply  ;  so  the  class  was 
much  surprised  when  the  Professor  spoke  of  the  Digamma. 
The  smartest  fellow  in  the  class  ventured  to  remark  that  he 
didn't  see  how  that  could  be,  and  the  Professor,  angry  that 
his  statement  should  have  been  questioned,  said  "  What,  do 
you  question  my  statement?"  thereupon  opening  a  discus- 
sion on  the  point,  in  which  he  was  proved  emphatically 
wrong.  This  rebuff  was  too  much  for  the  Professor,  and, 
finishing  the  day  as  best  he  could,  he  determined  to  go  to 
bed  early.  "  There,  at  least,"  he  thought,  "  I  shall  be  free 
from  persecutions."  So  he  went  to  bed,  and  presently  to 
sleep. 

For  some  time  he  slept  peacefully  on,  but  all  at  once  he 
felt  himself  lifted  and  carried  away,  and  the  first  thing  he 
knew  he  found  himself  in  a  magnificent  hall,  with  a  dome 
overhead.  In  front  of  him  at  one  end  of  the  hall  was  a  tall 
desk,  behind  which  sat  a  fierce  looking  man  of  great  height, 
who  glowered  at  him  in  such  a  manner  that  the  Professor 
was  forced  to  ask  weakly,  "  Who  are  you  ?  " 
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"That  you  will  find  out  soon  enough,"  rejoined  the  man, 
"  but  if  it  will  do  you  any  good,  I  will  tell  you.  I'm  prime 
minister  to  his  Satanic  Majesty  and  chief  justice  of  Hades, 
and  your  case  is  next."  At  this  the  Professor  brightened 
up,  for  he  knew  himself  to  be  a  good  man,  and  did  not  see 
why  he  should  have  any  cause  for  fear.  So  he  sat  the  rein 
silence  and  looked  about.  Behind  him  was  a  sort  of  fence 
which  extended  across  the  hall,  and  behind  that  were  row 
after  row  of  settees,  apparently  for  the  audience.  A  little  in 
front  of  him  were  two  tables  for  the  lawyers,  and  at  each 
side  were  doors  leading  into  adjoining  rooms.  It  was  not 
long  before  an  energetic  gentleman  walked  in  and  took  his 
place  at  one  of  the  tables.  "Mr.  B  •,  Hades'  Attorney- 
general,"  the  crier  announced  to  the  crowd  which  had  filled 
the  benches.  Two  men  in  uniform  then  came  in  and  took 
their  places  on  each  side  of  the  Professor,  and  shortly  after  a 
decrepit  old  man  with  flowing  beard  and  snowy  hair,  who 
walked  with  difficulty,  aided  by  a  cane. 

"The  court  will  come  to  order,"  thundered  the  judge. 
Will  the  attorney  state  the  case." 

"The  case,  your  honor,"  said  the  attorney,  "is  to  decide 
the  fate  of  this  man  here  (pointing  to  the  Professor),  late 
Professor  of  the  Greek  language,  who  has  grossly  ill-treated 
this  gentleman,"  pointing  to  the  old  man. 

"  I  deny  it ! "  cried  the  Professor,  "  I  do  not  even  know 
the  man." 

"Silence,"  roared  the  judge,  "the  plaintiff  will  now  give 
his  testimony." 

The  old  man  arose  with  difficulty  and  hobbled  to  the 
witness  stand.  "  Your  honor,"  he  said,  "  I  am  the  great 
Digamma,  the  long  lost  letter  of  the  Greek  alphabet,  and  for 
the  last  thirty  years  that  Professor  has  given  me  no  rest,  no 
peace  of  mind.  He  has  been  forever  misrepresenting  me 
before  the  world  at  large.  For  many  years, —  in  fact  from 
the  formation  of  the  Greek  alphabet, — I  did  my  duty  faithfully 
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to  the  Greeks  and  was  well  respected.  At  last  (some  four 
centuries  ago)  I  was  retired  on  half  pay,  and  since  that  time 
until  this  man  came  into  existence,  I  spent  a  peaceful  life  of 
solitude.  However,  since  that  time,  no  rest  have  I  known. 
This  man  had  sought  me  out  wherever  I  hid  myself.  Every 
evening  he  searches  for  me  through  all  the  old  manuscripts, 
and  occasionally  he  writes  some  wholly  irrelevant  and  igno- 
rant article  about  me,  making  known  to  the  public  all  my  old 
haunts  and  stopping  places,  telling  how  many  times  I  ap- 
peared in  such  and  such  manuscript,  and  how,  as  I  grew 
older,  I  gradually  appeared  less,  and  all  such  secrecies  which 
I  wished  never  to  be  revealed.  Not  only  that,  but  the  last 
and  worst  charge  is  his  conduct  in  the  class-room.  Oh,  how 
many  times  has  he  discussed  me  before  his  pupils  in  such  a 
cold-blooded,  matter-of-fact  way,  that  I  longed  to  rise  up  and 
kick  him.  Oh,  how  many  times  has  he  said  to  his  class, 
'  Now  who  can  tell  what  letter  was  left  out  in  this  word  ? ' 
and  Jones  or  Smith  or  somebody  would  yell  out  '  Digamma  ' 
Then  the  Professor  would  smile  approvingly,  and  say,  'Why 
really  boys  you  are  doing  very  well."  And  oh,  your  honor, 
groaned  the  old  gentleman  weakly,  the  worst  of  it  was  I  had 
never  been  in  the  word  at  all,  and  thus  he  wholly  misrepre- 
sented me  to  his  class.  What  could  be  worse,  what  could  be 
worse  ? "  And  overcome  with  emotion  the  old  man  returned 
to  his  seat. 

Throughout  the  whole  recital  the  Professor  had  sat  like 
one  overcome  with  surprise.  "  Can  this  really  be  the  great 
Digamma?"  he  thought,  "for  whom  I  have  sought  all  my 
life,  with  the  best  of  motives,  and  yet  he  thinks  I  have  per- 
secuted him.    What  shall  I  do  ?  " 

When  the  great  Digamma  had  reached  his  seat,  the 
judge  turned  to  the  Professor  with  a  look  of  anger  in  his 
eyes.    "  Is  this  all  true  ?  "  he  asked. 

"  Alas  !  yes,"  said  the  Professor,  "  I  did  not  know  how 
the  gentleman  felt  about  it,  or  I  would  not  have  done  it.  It 
was  for  Science's  sake." 


THE  PROFESSOR'S  DREAM 


9 


"  For  Science's  sake,  was  it,"  said  the  judge  in  a  terrible 
voice,  "  Then  for  Science's  sake  we  will  fry  you  on  the  grid- 
dler.    Officers,  seize  him  !  " 

At  this  moment  the  Professor  shrieked  in  alarm  and 
awoke  to  find  himself  sitting  on  the  middle  of  his  bed-room 
floor.    "  Awful !  "  he  muttered  to  himself,  "  Awful  " 

B.  W.  Emerson. 


Besting 

From  a  tiny  spring  up  yonder, 
Gushes  forth  a  mountain  stream, 

Thence  it  gurgles  on,  to  wander 
Lost,  we  think,  amid  life's  dream. 

Yet  we  find  that  each  new  turning 

Brings  it  nearer  to  the  sea, 
For  the  ocean  always  yearning, 

This,  we  learn,  is  destiny. 

Wardsworth. 


H  1Rew  iBnglanb  j£pteot>e 


TT  was  a  cold  biting  afternoon  late  in  the  Fall.  The  heavy 
lumbering  stagecoach  rattled  clumsily  over  the  frozen 
ground.  It  was  one  of  those  old  fashioned  vehicles,  relics  of 
colonial  travelling,  which  even  up  to  the  present  day  are  still 
found  in  remote  sections  of  New  England.  The  clouds 
hung  dark  and  heavy  over  the  landscape  which  stretched 
away  on  either  hand  and  produced  a  picture  which  would 
have  been  solemn  in  the  extreme  had  it  not  been  for  the 
autumnal  hues  which  still  brightened  the  forest. 

There  was  but  one  passenger,  a  young  man  with  a 
heavy  overcoat  buttoned  tightly  about  him,  as  though  for 
protection  from  the  chilly  east  winds,  his  slouch  hat  drawn 
carelessly  over  his  eyes.  That  part  of  his  face  which  could 
be  seen  revealed  little ;  a  firm  chin  and  mouth,  partially 
covered  by  a  slight  moustache.  As  he  swung  his  coat  back 
from  his  shoulder  to  get  at  his  pocket,  the  gleam  of  brass 
buttons  could  be  seen  on  his  undercoat  and  for  an  instant 
the  plain  shoulder  straps  of  a  second  lieutenant  in  Uncle 
Sam's  army  showed. 

The  driver  of  this  antique  conveyance  was  a  man  well 
past  his  prime,  with  a  slight  stoop  to  a  robust  figure,  as 
though  his  life  had  not  been  free  from  the  cares  of  this 
world.  His  face,  behind  a  long  and  shaggy  beard,  was 
strong,  in  fact  almost  too  much  so,  yet  with  a  kindly  eye 
which  lighted  up  when  he  talked  with  a  very  pleasing  and 
intelligent  expression. 

As  soon  as  they  were  well  on  the  road  and  his  horses 
were  going  satisfactorily,  he  turned  to  his  passenger,  intend- 
ing to  make  himself  agreeable  and  thus  relieve  the  monotony 
of  the  ride  for  them  both. 

"  Ever  been  up  this  way  before  ?  "  he  inquired  pleas- 
antly. 

"  Not  for  many  years,"  replied  the  young  man  evasively. 
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"  I  don't  recollect  that  I  have  ever  seen  you  before," 
persisted  the  driver,  facing  about  and  vainly  trying  to  scan 
the  face  beneath  the  slouch  hat.  As  the  traveller  did  not  see 
fit  to  enlighten  him  further  on  the  subject,  he  changed  his 
tactics. 

"  I  see  you  are  a  soldier,"  he  exclaimed,  as  by  a  sudden 
movement  of  the  figure  in  the  rear  he  was  enabled  to  see 
the  gleam  of  brass  buttons. 

"  Yes,"  was  the  short  answer. 

The  driver  mentally  deciding  that  his  passenger  was  of 
a  very  uncommunicative  disposition  and  perceiving  that  he 
must  do  all  the  conversing  himself,  set  about  it  with  a  good 
grace. 

"  I  have  a  boy  myself  that's  a  soldier,"  he  explained,  as 
though  there  was  no  doubt  as  to  the  interest  his  listener 
might  feel  in  this  subject,  "  that  is  I  expect  he  is,"  he  added, 
hastily  correcting  himself. 

"  What !  don't  you  ever  hear  from  him  ?  "  asked  the 
person  in  the  rear,  speaking  for  the  first  time. 

The  driver,  pleased  at  having  elicited  a  reply  from  his 
silent  charge  continued,  "  I  haven't  seen  or  heard  anything 
of  him  for  four  years  or  more  ;  I  doubt  if  I  ever  see  him 
again,"  he  added  sadly.  The  stranger  expressed  his  sym- 
pathy that  the  father  should  have  such  doubts  and  asked 
to  be  enlightened  as  to  the  cause.  The  old  man  carefully 
scanned  the  traveller  as  though  to  learn  if  these  expressions 
of  sympathy  were  brought  forth  by  mere  curiosity  and 
evidently  satisfied  with  the  scrutiny  he  explained  : 

"  I  have  often  wondered,"  he  began  ;  "  you  see  it  was 
like  this  :  the  stock  farm  which  I  inherited  from  my  father 
was  heavily  burdened  with  mortgages,  and  it  has  been  the 
work  of  my  life  to  get  rid  of  them.  With  this  business  of 
running  the  stage,  I  was  never  able  to  lighten  it  materially, 
but  finally  succeeded  in  raising  on  the  farm  a  colt,  which, 
from  every  indication,  gave  prbmise  of  selling  at  a  price  that 
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would  be  a  great  help  in  paying  it  off."  Here  the  speaker 
glanced  behind  him  in  order  to  assure  himself  that  he  was 
interesting  his  auditor.  Finding  the  eyes  beneath  the  brim 
of  the  slouch  hat  fixed  attentively  upon  him,  he  continued  : 

"  Yes,  sir,  that  horse  was  a  beauty.  All  the  care  and 
attention  that  could  be  given  any  animal,  I  gave  that  one, 
and  she  gave  promise  of  being  a  record  breaker.  Now  my 
boy,  in  those  days,  well,  he  was  a  good  behaving  sort  of  a 
lad,  but  I  think  I  made  a  mistake  in  not  bringing  him  up 
stricter.  I  told  him  that  he  must  never  without  my  special 
consent  take  the  horse  from  the  barn.  Now  it  happened 
one  afternoon  —  I  never  could  see  what  got  into  him  —  but 
one  afternoon  he  took  out  the  mare  and  raced  tight  as  he 

could  go  to  B  over  this  very  road,  I  always  supposed  on 

a  wager.  On  the  way  back  the  colt  stepped  on  a  rolling 
stone  and  fell,  breaking  one  of  her  hind  legs,  so  of  course  we 
had  to  kill  her." 

Here  the  old  man  paused,  evidently  greatly  worked  up, 
and  gazed  absently  across  the  fields.    At  length  he  resumed  : 

"  That  most  broke  my  heart  and  without  any  talk  I  sent 
my  only  son  from  my  door,  and  told  him  never  to  come 
back  until  he  had  earned  money  enough  to  make  good 
the  great  injury  he  had  done  me.  He  sent  a  short  note  to 
me  telling  how  he  had  joined  the  regular  army  and  stating 
his  intention  to^make  everything  right  in  the  end.  I  can 
never  forgive  him  until  he  does,  never,"  and  the  venerable 
driver  overcome  by  his  feelings  leaned  his  head  on  his  hands 
and  uttered  a  dry  sob. 

During  this  narration  the  passenger  sat  leaning  slightly 
forward,  his  ears  and  eyes  attentive  for  every  word  and  ges- 
ture of  the  old  man.  At  the  conclusion  he  sat  up  and 
appeared  to  be  thinking  busily. 

"  What  was  your  son's  name,"  he  inquired  finally  break- 
ing in  upon  the  grief  of  the  father. 

"  Whittenham,  Seth  Whittenham,  just  the  same  as 
mine,"  was  the  reply. 
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The  young  man  again  bent  forward  and  began  to  talk, 
evidently  with  a  definite  purpose. 

"  I  knew  your  son,  Mr.  Whittenham,"  he  said  slowly. 

"  What,  is  he  dead  then  ?  "  broke  in  the  other  with  a 
sudden  choke  in  his  voice. 

The  soldier  held  up  his  hand  for  silence. 

"  It  was  at  the  battle  of  San  Juan,  your  son  who  was  a 
sub-lieutenant  was  ordered  with  a  small  attachment  of  men 
to  take  a  Spanish  outpost.  It  was  a  difficult  thing  to  do  ; 
the  enemy  was  strongly  entrenched  and  poured  a  murderous 
fire  in  their  midst.  Most  of  the  brigade  fell  long  before 
they  reached  it,  but  your  son  with  a  few  others  succeeded  in 
gaining  the  parapet,  and  there  —  here  the  speaker  hesitated, 
watching  his  hearer  closely  —  and  there  he  fell  shot  through 
the  chest."  Without  pausing  he  continued  hurriedly,  "  on 
his  person  was  found  a  letter  in  which  he  stated  his  last 
wishes  in  case  of  his  death.  It  stated  that  he  desired  a  certain 
sum  of  money,  nearly  eight  hundred  dollars,  forwarded  to  his 
father.  Also  that  he  desired  his  father's  forgiveness 
for  taking  his  horse  without  leave,  and  said,  that  he  had 
done  it  only  as  a  means  of  saving  life.  It  explained,  how  on 
that  afternoon,  one  of  the  neighbor's  farm  laborers  had  been 
severely  injured  and  how,  on  learning  that  the  village  doctor 

was  at  B  ,  he  had  considered  it  justifiable  to  take  the 

fastest  horse  that  was  at  hand." 

Here  the  old  man  groaned. 

"  And  I  never  gave  him  a  chance  to  explain  but  drove 
him  from  my  house  without  a  word  ;  this  is  my  reward,  he  is 
dead  ;  that  is  too  much,  and  the  grieved  father  was  overcome 
with  the  agony  of  remorse. 

"  But  he  is  not  dead,  he  is  right  here,  don't  you  know 
me  father  ?  "  And  with  a  ringing  shout  the  sedate  young 
soldier,  once  more  a  boy,  slid  down  beside  his  parent  and 
clasped  him  in  his  arms. 

Seth  Whittenham  had  paid  his  debt  in  full. 

Wardsworth. 


■Retrospect 


L 

In  the  days  of  long  years  after, 

When  we  look  back  on  the  woe, 
The  joys  and  the  pleasures, 

Of  a  time  so  long  ago  ; 
Then  the  thought  comes  to  us  often, 

And  we  sigh  with  troubled  heart, 
Because  in  life's  long  struggle 

We  have  failed  to  do  our  part. 
And  to  quote  the  old,  old  proverb, 

We  have  done  that  very  thing 
Which,  in  our  inner  hearts  we  know, 

Will  many  sorrows  bring. 

II. 

But  in  that  long  reflection 

Of  the  things  we  should  have  done, 
Of  the  chances  we  have  lost, 

Of  the  victories  we  have  won, 
There  is  one  bright,  shining  memory 

Which  lingers  from  the  past, 
Like  a  bright  and  radiant  light-house 

To  a  ship  with  broken  mast. 
'Tis  the  refuge  of  our  sorrow, 

Which  always  seems  so  clear, 
The  homestead  of  our  youth, 

Our  friends  and  mother  dear. 

III. 

There  is  magic  in  the  word, 

And  we  think  as  on  we  roam, 
That  in  our  long  experience 

There's  no  place  quite  like  home. 

Emerson  Woods  Baker. 


E>onaR>:  tbc  Ibermit  of  flcberston, 

"y^FTER  the  third  crusade  had  come  to  a  disastrous  end, 
the  great  company  of  friars,  priests  and  hermits  who 
had  followed  the  fortunes  of  the  Christian  forces  in  their  gallant 
but  ineffectual  attempts  to  regain  the  coveted  Holy  Land, 
now  followed  their  misfortunes  and,  returning  with  them, 
scattered  throughout  Europe.  One  of  this  wandering  and 
almost  mendicant  band,  tiring  of  his  meanderings  and  the 
harsh  treatment  of  the  world,  sought  peace  and  rest  in  a 
quiet  spot  near  the  headwaters  of  the  Garonne  in  the  Pyre- 
nees —  those  picturesque  mountain  regions,  the  scenes  of  so 
many  pretty  romances,  tragic  deeds,  and  supernatural  adven- 
tures. To  such  an  extent  are  these  characteristic  of  the 
place  that  even  the  unimaginative  tourist  of  this  Monday, 
Tuesday,  Wednesday  world  of  ours  must  perforce  fashion 
little  love  stories  around  each  cozy,  half-hidden  hamlet  of  the 
vales  or  fancy  some  dark  deed  of  violence  amongst  the  rough 
crags  of  the  more  ragged  heights. 

Here,  then,  was  where  Donald  of  Icherston,  commonly 
known  as  the  Black  Hermit  from  his  somewhat  swarthy 
complexion  and  sombre  raiment,  destined  himself  to  retire- 
ment from  his  fellow  man.  Here  he  lived  on  for  years  and 
his  abode  became  famous  in  the  land  and  many  pilgrims 
sought  absolution  from  his  holy  lips.  But  one  morning  a 
cavalcade  of  these  visitors  came  to  his  little  cabin  among  the 
hills  and  found  the  body  of  the  good  man  stretched  on  the 
floor  —  his  soul  was  with  his  Master.  That  it  had  not  been 
a  natural  death  was  evident  from  the  marks  of  violent  hands 
upon  his  body  and  the  little  pools  of  blood  which  had  gath- 
ered in  the  hollows  of  the  floor.  The  room  was  in  confusion, 
and  the  meagre  furniture  scarred  and  broken. 

The  good  people  of  the  country,  to  whom  the  reverend 
hermit  had  been  as  a  father,  held  the  sad  rites  over  the 
remains  of  their  old  friend  and  buried  him  at  the  foot  of  the 
great  Oquendo  boulder.     Tnis  huge  mass  of  granite  is 
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deservedly  famous  not  only  for  its  great  size  but  for  its 
peculiar  and  precarious  position.  By  one  of  those  upheavals 
of  the  earth  with  which  this  region  has  been  often  visited 
and  which  are  known  to  perform  the  most  fantastic  feats, 
this  great  boulder  had  been  rolled  to  the  very  edge  of  a 
steep  precipice.  It  seems  little  short  of  a  miracle  that  it 
was  not  hurled  downward  into  the  valley  below  bearing  death 
and  destruction  in  its  path.  Indeed,  the  top,  which  presents 
a  flat  surface  of  several  square  feet,  extends  far  out  into 
space  in  a  manner  that  seemingly  defies  all  the  laws  of 
gravity.  Yet,  the  rock  has  remained  there  throughout  the 
long  centuries,  a  magnificent  monument  to  the  holy  man 
buried  at  its  feet. 

Steps  were  of  course  taken  to  locate  the  perpetrator  of 
the  atrocious  crime,  but  at  that  time  justice  was  not  as  fleet 
or  as  surefooted  as  in  our  day  and  the  criminal  escaped. 
The  murder  of  the  Black  Hermit  is  a  mystery  that  has  never 
been  solved.  Among  the  superstitious  peasants  many  stories 
gained  credence  to  the  effect  that  the  holy  man  still  visited 
the  country  in  the  supposed  nightly  wanderings  of  the  de- 
parted. He  was  even  seen  at  intervals  in  the  vicinity  of  the 
tragedy  and  the  minature  mensa  on  the  crest  of  the  Oquendo 
boulder  was  said  to  be  a  favorite  haunt  of  Donald's  spirit. 
Thus  the  story  has  been  handed  down  through  the  centuries, 
and  the  influence,  the  fame,  and  the  mystery  of  the  Black 
Hermit  are  often  the  theme  of  conversation  as  the  moun- 
taineer and  his  family  gather  around  the  fire  on  a  winter's 
evening. 

Long  years  after  the  tragedy,  a  young  painter  was  wan- 
dering through  the  country  and,  hearing  of  the  place  and  its 
story,  resolved  to  make  the  great  boulder  immortal  with  his 
brush.  He  was  a  youth  of  promising  talents  but  as  yet  his 
work  had  brought  neither  great  glory  to  his  name  nor  great 
riches  to  his  purse.    He  worked  faithfully  on  his  new  paint- 
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ing  day  after  day  in  the  heat  of  the  sun  of  Southern  Europe, 
and  was  housed  by  night  in  the  family  of  a  peasant  who 
lived  on  the  mountain  side.  Often  in  the  evening,  when 
light  failed  the  artist  and  the  peasant's  acorn-eating  flocks 
were  safely  coralled,  the  latter  would  regale  his  guest  with 
the  stories  of  the  midnight  wanderings  of  the  Black  Hermit. 
One  evening  when  these  two,  the  simple  mountaineer  and 
his  artist  guest,  had  sat  before  the  cottage  door  far  into  the 
night,  the  old  man  had  been  particularly  vivid  in  his  stories 
and  descriptions  and  the  youth  had  sat  with  open  ears  drink- 
ing in  the  monotonous  tones  of  the  narrator. 

Early  the  next  morning  the  painter  made  his  way  up 
the  mountain  to  put  the  finishing  touches  on  his  work.  At 
noon-clay  as  he  rested  and  administered  to  the  needs  of  the 
inner  man  the  sun  beat  down  upon  him  with  a  heat  almost 
unbearable.  But  he  sought  the  shade  of  a  friendly  oak 
which  had  sprung  up  almost  from  the  rock  itself,  and  per- 
severed in  his  labors. 

The  painting  progressed  rapidly  and  when  the  cooling 
breezes  of  the  evening  followed  the  heat  of  the  long  day,  his 
work,  aye  !  his  masterpiece  was  finished.  For  he  had  so 
caught  the  spirit  of  the  story,  the  rugged  beauty  of  the 
perilously  balanced  rock,  and  was  so  influenced  by  the  wierd 
narratives  of  the  night  before,  that  on  this  day  the  brush 
that  in  the  hands  of  mediocrity  was  itself  mediocre  now 
became  inspired  with  the  newly  awakened  genius  of  its 
wielder.  Not  only  was  the  rock  and  its  surroundings  per- 
fect in  form  and  in  shade,  its  bold  ragged  edges  outlined 
distinctly  against  the  clear  blue  of  the  sky  beyond,  the 
mountain  rising  in  a  gentle  slope  to  the  edge  of  the  precipice 
and  then  losing  itself  to  the  eye  in  the  abyss  below  —  not 
only  were  all  these  details  true  to  nature,  but  there  was  that 
something  about  it  which  no  man  can  describe,  which  few 
ever  attain,  which  distinguishes  the  work  of  Raphael  or  a 
Millet  from  the  yards  of  paint>covered  canvas,  the  product  of 
well-meaning  but  genius-lacking  painters. 


t8 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


His  fame  was  now  assured  !  As  he  bent  over  his  work 
long  after  the  sun  had  gone  down  behind  the  distant  horizon, 
he  thought  of  the  honors  that  would  be  heaped  upon  him,  of 
the  Academy,  of  the  famous  art  galleries  of  the  world  seek- 
ing the  original  of  his  great  painting,  and  lastly,  for 
even  genius  must  live,  of  a  well  filled  purse.  His 
artistic  instinct  told  him  that  this  was  the  crowning  effort  of 
his  life.  He  needed  not  the  praise  of  critics  or  the  applause 
of  friends  to  make  him  certain  of  his  triumph.  He  knew  it, 
felt  it  in  his  very  bones.  A  few  more  strokes  and  the  work 
would  be  finished,  but  he  dared  not  risk  it  in  the  darkness. 
He  would  wait  until  morning. 

It  had  now  become  so  dark  that  the  descent  to  the 
peasant's  lodge  would  be  fraught  with  danger.  So  out  of 
the  remains  of  his  noon-day  repast,  he  made  his  evening 
meal  and  decided  to  spend  the  night  on  the  mountain.  As 
he  sat  with  the  noble  rock-born  oak  for  a  back  gazing  with 
rapture  on  his  masterful  creation,  the  desire  for  rest  after 
the  hard  work  of  the  day  was  too  strong  for  him  ;  his  canvas 
and  the  rock  itself  were  now  only  dimly  outlined ;  he  slept. 

Thoughts  of  the  painting,  the  honors  that  awaited  him, 
the  story  of  the  Black  Hermit,  the  great  Donald  of  Ichers- 
ton,  the  narratives  of  his  ghostly  wanderings,  all  followed 
one  another,  sometimes  confusedly,  at  other  times  so  vividly 
indeed  that  it  seemed  to  the  sleeping  painter  that  the  honors 
were  already  his,  that  the  priest  was  alive  once  more,  or  that 
his  spirit  was  moving  even  now  about  the  sacred  place.  At 
last  his  sleep  became  more  peaceful.  Thus  he  slept  on  until 
the  night  was  far  advanced,  when  suddenly  he  saw  as  in  life 
the  form  clearly  outlined  of  an  aged  priest  standing  on  the 
upper  surface  of  the  boulder.  It  must  be  the  great  Black 
Hermit !  His  figure  was  robed  in  the  sombre  garb  affected 
by  the  hermits  of  the  crusade,  his  wrinkled  but  noble  face 
raised  to  heaven  in  silent  supplication,  his  long  naked  arms 
stretched  out  into  space  as  if  invoking  the  divine  blessing  on 
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his  people,  the  people  that  had  remained  his  through  the 
passing  centuries.  A  wonderful  and  awe-inspiring  thing  it 
was  to  look  upon  the  aged  hermit,  his  lips  parted  as  if  to 
speak  :  and  one  could  almost  hear  the  words  of  benediction 
and  of  blessing,  "  Benedicte,  be?iedicte." 

As  a  warrior  grasps  his  sword  in  time  of  danger,  so  the 
first  instinct  of  the  artist  was  to  seize  his  brush,  hurry  to  his 
painting  and  transfer  to  canvas  the  marvelous  sight  that  he 
beheld.  Again  be  seemed  inspired  with  the  same  genius 
that  had  characterized  his  work  of  the  day.  His  rapid 
strokes  were  fast  lining  in  the  figure  of  the  priest,  his  eye 
moving  from  the  canvas  to  the  hermit  and  back  again  to  the 
canvas.  He  bent  over  his  picture  working  with  feverish 
haste  but  unerring  accuracy.  Would  he  be  able  to  finish 
before  the  apparition  disappeared  ?  Yes,  he  was  lining  in 
the  last  delicate  strokes  when  suddenly  the  vision  was  lost  to 
sight ;  something  in  the  tree  above  him  moved  ;  he  awoke 
with  a  start  ;  it  was  morning  ;  he  could  hear  the  songs  of  the 
birds  above  him.  But  the  painting,  the  masterpiece,  oh  ! 
miserable  vtsu,  a  pot  pourri  of  aimless  sleep-directed  strokes, 
streaks  of  color  daubed  at  random  over  the  delicate  lines  of 
genius  ! 

Thus  through  the  madness  of  fickle  sleep  the  world  lost 
a  masterpiece.  Thus  was  enacted  a  second  tragedy  on  the 
height  of  Icherston. 

Fred  Lezvis  Collins. 


Sbe  jftrst  IMgbt. 

Into  the  room  the  Senior 

Stalked  with  stately  tread, 
While  the  "  Preps  "  in  fear  and  trembling 

Looked  on  with  downcast  head. 

"  Young  men,"  he  said,  quite  loudly, 

"  I'm  glad  to  see  you  here, 
But  your  stay  will  not  be  long, 

I  very  greatly  fear." 

"But  just  the  same  we  want  you, 

Though  it  is  not  long  you  stay, 
To  our  Athletic  Committee, 

Twenty-five  dollars  to  pay. 

We  need  the  money  badly, 

To  help  the  team  well  through, 
And  all  the  old  men  help  us, 

And  so  of  course  must  you." 

So  the  "  Preps  "  in  their  simplicity, 

All  gave  him  twenty-five, 
And  watched  the  Senior  leave  them 

Not  more  than  half  alive. 

"  Oh,  twenty-five,"  they  murmured, 
"  When  will  we  see  some  more  ?  " 

But  their  money  had  departed, 

Lost,  gone  straight  through  the  door. 

But  'twas  the  first  and  last  time 

The  "  Preps  "  were  taken  in, 
For  it  took  not  long  for  them  to  learn 

How  easy  they  had  been. 

Emerson  Woods  Baker. 


A  YARN. 

The  country  store  was  full  of  people,  as  the  funeral  procession 
of  Daniel  Uppum  passed  by.  "  Guess  he'll  turn  in  his  grave,  if 
ever  man  did,"  said  one  old  farmer,  "for  a  meaner  cuss  I  never 
knew."  To  this,  the  others  assented,  as  Uppum  had  been  at  the 
same  time  the  richest  and  the  worst  hated  man  in  town.  "Speakin' 
o'  folks  turnin'  in  their  graves,  reminds  me  of  a  thing  that  hap- 
pened when  I  wuz  a  boy  tew  hum,"  remarked  an  old  gray-haired 
man.  At  this  everyone  settled  himself  for  one  of  Uncle  Jerry's 
stories  which  were  famous  in  the  town. 

"Wal,"  spoke  up  Uncle  Jerry,  "when  I  wuz  a  boy  tew  hum,  a 
fellar  did  turn  in  his  grave.  He  warn't  alive  nuther  and  that's 
whar  the  funny  part  of  it  come  in.  The  fellar  thut  died  had 
always  been  kind  o'  queer  like  ;  you  never  knew  just  how  to  take 
him  nor  what  he'd  do  next,  so  'twan't  no  suprise  when  he  up  and 
died.  Wal,  they  'nounced  the  funeral'd  be  on  Friday  and  he  died 
on  Tuesday,  so  the  sex'on  had  plenty  o'  time  to  dig  the  hole,  and 
Wednesday  mornin'  he  took  his  man  Sam  and  went  and  dug  it. 
*  Sam,'  says  he  to  his  man,  '  we'll  dig  this  yere  hole  powerful 
deep,  for  we  don't  want  no  doubt  'bout  his  bein'  planted  good  'n' 
secure,  bein'  as  how  he  always  was  a  little  out.'  So  they  dug  it 
good  and  deep  and  went  away. 

Friday  arternoon,  just  afore  the  funeral,  the  sex'on  went  over 
to  the  cemetery  to  fix  up  things,  and  found  the  grave  had  caved  in 
a  leetle,  but  wuz  still  deep  'nough.  '  Too  late  to  fix  it,'  sez  he  to 
himself,  ' 'm  'fraid  old  Saxon'll  walk  arter  all  with  such  a  light 
coverin'.  Fin'ly  the  corpse  arriv  an'  arter  the  people  had  flocked 
'round,  the  coff'n  was  lower'd  inter  the  hole.  When  it  wuz  'bout 
down,  what  should  they  do  but  drop  it  and  bang !  it  went  to  the 
bottom.  It  hadn't  more'n  struck  when  they  heard  the  most  horri- 
bul  yell  come  from  out'en  the  hole  an'  the  coff'n  begun  to  wiggle 
'roun'.  '  He's  come  to  life,'  everyone  hollered,  half  scat  to  death, 
1  pull  him  out,  pull  him  out ! '  Wal,  sir,  they  pulled  him  out  pretty 
dog-goned  quick  and  knocked  the  lid  off'n  that  coff'n.  Thar  wuz 
old  Saxon  a  sorter  shook  up  but  dead  ez  a  door  nail.  O'  course 
thet  scat  everybody  'n'  they  didn't  know  whether  he  wuz  possess'd 
or  what  the  matter  wuz.  'Always  a  queer  fellar,'  they  'sclaimed. 
At  last,  ez  he  didn't  show  no  signs  o'  life,  they  nailed  him  up  agin 
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an'  lower'd  him  down  inter  the  grave,  just  ez  careful  like  as  they 
could  an'  set  him  sorter  gentle  on  the  bottom.  No  sooner'd  it 
struck  the  bottom  than  a  worse  hollerin'  than  afore  ariz  and  the 
way  thet  coff'n  danced  'round  was  a  caution.  This  time  people 
didn't  know  what  to  make  o'  it  'n'  a  terrible  scene  follered :  some 
o'  the  men  run  away  an'  some  o'  the  wimmin  got  down  on  their 
knees  an'  begun  to  pray.  Right  in  the  middle  of  it  thar  wuz  a  big 
rumpus  an'  thet  thar  coff'n  stud  right  up  in  the  ar,  an'  who  should 
pop  up  side  o'  it  but  my  cous'n  Tom  frum  the  next  village,  lookin' 
whiter  'n  a  ghost.  Then  everyone  gave  a  yell  an'  lit  out.  The 
parson  dropped  his  hymn-book  an'  storted  away  like  mad,  a  racin' 
wi'  the  deacons  for  the  gate.  But  I  stayed  right  thar  an  says, 
'  whar'd  you  come  frum  ? '  '  That's  what  I'd  like  to  know,'  sez  he, 
'  I  thought  I  wus  a  goner,'  an'  he  looked  like  one.  Leastways  I 
s'pose  he  did,  fur  I  dunnow  ez  I  ever  see  one.  '  Started  out  fur 
your  place  yesterday  arternoon,'  he  says,  'got  here  'bout  dark, 
thought  I'd  take  a  short  cut,  fell  inter  this  durned  grave  here  an' 
sprained  my  ankle  I  guess.  Anyway  I  couldn't  get  out  an'  I  guess 
I  mus'  ha  fainted,  fur  the  fust  thing  I  knowed  I  felt  some  awful 
weight  on  top  o'  me  an'  I  remembered  whar  I  wuz  an'  yelled. 
Then  my  ankle  begun  to  hurt  like  time,  an'  I  fainted  away  agin, 
an'  come  to  jest  ez  they  put  the  old  box  on  me  agin.  I  thought 
sure  I  wuz  going  to  be  buried  alive,  so  I  made  a  terrible  struggle 
an'  here  I  am.'  'Yes,  thar  you  be,'  I  says  kinder  mad  like,  'but 
whar  you'll  be  when  the  folks  come  back,  I  won't  undertake  to  say. 
They'll  be  hoppin'  mad.'  Howsomever,  ev'ry  blessed  soul  had 
disappeared,  so  I  helped  Tom  out  and  helped  him  home,  fur  he 
didn't  dare  go  inter  the  town  fur  fear  some  one'd  recognize  him. 
Then  I  pushed  the  coff'n  over  an'  filled  up  the  hole,  an'  everyone 
at  home  thought  old  Savon  wuz  possessed  an'  never  dared  speak 
o'  him ;  but  he  didn't  stir  agin." 

Emerson  Woods  Baker. 

THE  "CATALOGUE  REBELLION." 

The  Andover  man  of  today,  free,  and  untrammeled  by  un- 
reasonable rules  or  dictatorial  teachers,  may  be  interested  in  a 
story  of  the  times  when  the  students  did  not  have  such  liberty, 
and  the  instructors  were  the  dictators  in  everything  connected  with 
school  life.    So  I  will  tell  the  story  of  the  "  Catalogue  Rebellion," 
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at  commencement  of  forty-six,  as  it  was  related  to  me  by  the  leader 
of  the  rebellion. 

Doctor  Taylor  was  then  principal  of  the  school,  and  was  well 
liked  by  the  fellows  previous  to  the  time  of  the  rebellion.  It  was 
then  the  custom  of  the  school  for  the  catalogue  to  be  issued 
annually  by  the  Senior  class.  For  a  number  of  years  preceding 
forty-six,  the  catalogue  had  been  a  very  plain  affair,  without 
attempt  at  ornamentation.  Just  before  the  time  for  the  printing 
of  the  yearly  catalogue,  the  printing  committee  came  upon  a 
catalogue  of  the  Troy  Female  Seminary.  It  was  different  from  all 
that  had  hitherto  been  seen,  being  printed  in  gilt  and  ornamented 
in  other  ways.  Accordingly,  the  committee  being  much  pleased 
with  it  voted  to  have  the  catalogue  for  that  year  gotten  out  in  some 
similar  style,  and  so  the  order  was  given  to  the  Academy  printer 
to  set  up  type  for  it. 

When  Doctor  Taylor  heard  of  the  committee's  action,  he  was 
exceedingly  angry,  and  going  to  the  printer  countermanded  the 
order  and  paid  for  the  cost  of  setting  up  the  type.  He  then 
warned  the  committee  that  he  did  not  want  any  such  catalogue. 
However,  the  committee  could  not  understand  his  action  and  pro- 
ceeded to  order  the  printer  at  Troy,  who  had  printed  the  Troy 
Seminary  Catalogue,  to  print  a  similar  one  for  them.  Naturally, 
Doctor  Taylor's  anger  was  great  and  immediately  he  sent  to  Troy 
to  stop  the  order.  But  as  the  boys  had  sent  word  that  they  in- 
tended to  insist  on  the  "  rights,"  since  they  were  fearful  lest  the 
Troy  girls  should  hear  of  the  matter,  and  laugh  at  them  for  a  lot 
of  "  kids,"  the  printer  refused  to  stop,  saying  that  he  had  been 
given  the  order,  and  intended  to  fill  it  according  to  contract. 

Doctor  Taylor  returned  to  Andover  and  expelled  all  the 
Seniors  who  refused  to  apologize.  Some  of  the  fellows  backed 
down,  but  a  number  who  happened  to  be  on  the  commencement 
programme,  insisted  that  they  had  rights  and  "  resigned  "  from 
school.  Though  the  programmes  were  already  finished,  the 
Doctor  had  new  ones  printed,  and  gave  them  to  some  fellows  for 
distribution  on  Class  Day.  The  evening  before  the  exercises, 
some  of  the  sympathizers  of  the  "rebels"  gained  access  to  the 
room  where  the  new  programmes  had  been  left,  and  substituted 
for  them  the  old  ones  with  the  names  of  several  of  the  men  who 
had  been  expelled  on  them. 
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A  New  York  band  had  been  hired  for  Commencement  by  the 
same  committee  which  had  had  charge  of  the  printing.  So  a 
member  of  the  committee  went  to  New  York,  and  arrived  just  in 
time  to  tell  the  band  not  to  go,  saying  that  the  Commencement 
exercises  had  been  postponed  owing  to  the  illness  of  one  of  the 
teachers.  The  band  was  very  angry  that  they  had  not  been 
notified  before,  but  did  not  start,  nevertheless,  for  Andover. 

On  Commencement  day,  Doctor  Taylor  found  himself  without 
any  music,  with  the  original  programmes,  and  with  more  than  half 
of  those  who  had  parts  cutting  on  all  kinds  of  excuses,  including 
diarrhoea,  colic,  paralysis,  and  others  equally  as  ridiculous. 

The  whole  exercise  was  such  a  farce  that  even  the  theologues 
present  indulged  in  loud  laughter  at  Dr.  Taylor's  expense. 

The  consequences  were  rather  serious  for  a  number  of  the 
"  rebels,"  some  of  whom  the  Doctor  succeeded  in  keeping  out  of 
college. 

It  was  probably  foolish,  but  it  shows  the  backbone  of  those 
Andover  boys  of  fifty  years  ago. 

G.  E.  Merrill. 


Zhc  /IDontb 

Sept.  20,  School  opened  with  Mr.  Benner  as  Professor,  and 
Mr.  Newton  with  the  degree  of  Ph.  D. 

Sept.  23,  Andover  won  from  Boston  Latin  with  a  score  of 
12  to  o. 

Sept.  29,  Andover  was  beaten  by  Williams  with  a  score  of 
12  to  o. 

Oct.  4,  Andover  won  from  Somerville  High,  22  to  6. 

Oct.  7,  Andover  beat  Tufts  10  to  o  in  a  well  played  game. 

Oct.  ii,  Andover  was  beaten  by  New  Hampshire  College, 
6  to  o. 


^tutorials. 

The  first  issue  has  been  at  last  compiled  and  we  are 
glad  to  say  that  from  the  very  start,  this  year,  the  "  Mirror  " 
has  been  unusually  prosperous.  The  advertisers  who  help 
so  much  to  support  it  have  been  very  accommodating, 
perceiving,  wisely,  that  while  they  help  us,  we  likewise  help 
them.  The  fellows  of  the  school  have  likewise  subscribed 
generously,  for  which  we  thank  them.  The  "Mirror"  for 
nineteen  hundred  wishes  to  come  before  the  student  body 
as  a  new  publication.  It  is  new  editorially  and  constitution- 
ally. The  name  alone  remains  to  us,  of  the  oldest  and  best 
known  magazine  in  preparatory  schools.  The  former 
standing  of  the  "Mirror"  has  been  high,  but  owing  to  some 
defects  in  administration,  it  needed  a  reform.  There  is  some- 
thing interesting,  something  that  commands  at  least  toler- 
ation in  a  new  effort ;  we  started  out  as  untried  men  with 
but  little  experience  but  so  far  have  received  much  better 
support  than  we  anticipated.  Whether  we  have  succeeded 
equally  well  in  literary  merit,  is  left  for  our  readers  to  de- 
cide; at  least,  we  can  say  that  we  have  done  our  best  to  make 
the  "Mirror "  a  success,  to  make  it  read  by  the  fellows 
and  to  exclude  all  uninteresting  articles.  We  wish,  with 
the  aid  of  the  school,  to  make  the  literary  side  of  Andover 
as  popular  and  as  well  known  as  the  athletic  side.  How- 
ever, we  cannot  hope  to  do  this  without  the  support  of  the 
school.  The  editors,  however  industrious,  cannot  do 
everything —  we  need  your  contributions,  your  ideas,  your 
support,  you  "  fellows  of  the  school,"  but  we  need  most  of  all 
a  chance.  We  ask  you  first  to  read  the  "  Mirror; "  if  you 
find  it  worthless  throw  it  away  ;  but  at  least  give  it  a  show 
and  do  not  condemn  it  before  you  have  looked  it  over. 

We  have  said  that  the  "Mirror"  is  new  constitutionally. 
As  to  the  new  constitution  little  is  known  by  the  fellows  in 
general.  By  this  document,  which  was  drawn  up  last  June 
in  consultation  with  two  members  of  the  faculty,  the  profits, 
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(providing  of  course  that  there  are  any)  which  formerly 
were  divided  among  the  editors,  are  to  be  devoted  to  the 
founding  of  a  prize  in  the  school,  to  be  known  as  the  Mirror 
Prize.  It  has  not  yet  been  decided  for  what  the  prize  will 
be  awarded,  but  it  will  amount  in  value  to  forty  dollars 
($40.00)  annually  divided  into  a  first  prize  of  twenty-five 
dollars  ($25.00)  and  a  second  of  fifteen  ($15.00)  thus  making 
the  largest  prizes  in  connection  with  the  school.  Thus  we 
hope  to  eliminate  every  element  in  the  magazine  that  could 
be  called  mercenary  and  place  the  "  Mirror  "  in  the  right 
light  before  the  fellows.  We  hope  the  fellows  will  apprec- 
iate our  efforts  to  advance  the  good  of  the  "  Mirror "  and 
turn  in  and  help  us,  and  if  they  have  nothing  good  to  say  of 
it  let  them  at  least  say  nothing  bad  of  it  without  cause. 

j& 

It  is  hoped  that  the  Chess  Club  will  be  able  to  accom- 
plish more  this  year  than  it  did  last.  There  certainly  ought 
to  be  in  this  school  of  over  four  hundred,  enough  good  chess 
players  to  make  up  a  formidable  team  and  such  a  team  could 
be  made  up  if  only  all  the  fellows  who  know  chess  at  all 
would  join  the  club.  The  meetings  come  only  once  a  week 
and  that  on  Saturday  night,  so  that  it  need  not  inter- 
fere with  anyone's  studies.  Last  year  the  Club  had  a  very 
good  team  and  so  it  can  this  year  if  the  fellows  will  turn  out 
and  help.  It  is  expected  that  tournaments  will  be  arranged 
with  Boston  Tech.,  Harvard  Freshmen,  and  possibly  with 
Exeter,  so  it  is  imperatively  necessary  that  we  have  a 
good  team. 

It  was  with  great  pleasure  that  we  learned  that  sufficient 
money  for  a  gymnasium  had  been  subscribed.  Andover's  most 
urgent  need  has  been  a  gymnasium,  ever  since  the  old  one 
burned  down.  The  subscribed  money  is  now  being  collected 
and  by  next  spring  the  erection  of  the  building  will  be  com- 
menced ;  too  late,  it  is  true,  for  us  seniors  to  enjoy  it,  but, 
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nevertheless,  we  feel  very  glad  that  the  school  is  to  have  it. 
Great  credit  is  due  Mr.  Stearns  and  Mr.  Freeman,  who  were 
chiefly  instrumental  in  securing  the  remaining  amount  of 
money  necessary.  With  this  new  "Gym."  and  the  new  dor- 
mitory, to  be  called  the  "  Bancroft,"  the  school  will  be  the 
equal  of  any  in  the  country  not  only  in  athletics,  scholarship 
and  numbers,  as  she  is  now,  but  also  in  buildings  and  equip- 
ment. The  naming  of  the  old  "  Bancroft,"  "  The  Eaton," 
seems  a  very  proper  recognition  of  one  who  has  served 
faithfully  on  the  faculty  for  many  years. 

ft  ft 

We  are  glad  to  see  with  what  zeal  the  fellows,  old  and 
new,  have  taken  hold  of  "  Inquiry"  this  year.  The  meetings 
have  been  fuller  and  more  fellows  have  spoken  than  usual. 
We  hope  that  this  interest  will  not  flag  during  the  year  nor 
become  lessened  during  the  winter  on  account  of  bad  weather. 
"  Inquiry "  is  one  of  the  oldest  and  best  institutions  in 
the  school  and  should  be  supported  by  the  fellows  with  their 
very  best  efforts.  We  urge  all  new  fellows  to  go  to  at  least 
one  meeting  and  see  how  they  like  it,  for  if  they  go  to  one 
we  feel  sure  it  will  not  be  the  last.  It  certainly  can  do  no 
harm  to  lay  aside  studies  and  the  competitions  for  A 
sweaters,  for  a  short  time  twice  a  week,  and  turn  one's 
attention  to  higher  and  better  things.  Even  though  it  does 
not  help  one  appreciably  in  the  struggle  forward  and  upward, 
it  may  at  least  keep  one  from  slipping  backward  and  down- 
ward. 

ft  ft 

With  great  pleasure  we  publish  in  this  issue  an  article 
by  Mr.  Alfred  E.  Stearns,  known  to  us  all  as  a  member  of 
the  Faculty,  Athletic  Director,  and  Instructor  in  History. 
We  feel  sure  that  it  will  be  read  by  all  with  pleasure  and 
feel  very  grateful  to  Mr.  Stearns  for  his  kindness  in  allowing 
us  to  publish  it. 


Heaves  from  IPbUltps  flv^ 


Conducted  by  George  T.  Eaton,  P.  A.  '73. 

'22 — At  the  Alumni  dinner  in  Boston  in  1886  two  verses  were 
sung  of  a  hymn  written  for  the  occasion  by  Isaac  McLellan  of  the 
class  of  1822.  He  was  a  warm  friend  at  Andover  of  N.  P.  Willis 
and  at  Bowdoin  College  of  Longfellow  and  Hawthorne.  He  was 
fond  of  out-door  life  and  was  known  as  the  Poet  of  the  Rod  and 
Gun.  He  has  shown  his  abiding  loyalty  to  the  Academy  by  per- 
sonally answering  every  invitation  to  the  alumni  dinners  by  a  letter, 
or  song,  or  poem.  He  died  at  Greenport,  Long  Island,  N.  Y., 
August  20,  1899,  aged  93,  and  was  buried  at  Mt.  Auburn  cemetery. 

'36 — Rev.  Ariel  Ebenezer  Parish  Perkins,  a  direct  descendant  of 
Miles  Standish,  died  at  Worcester,  Mass.,  June  27,  1899.  A 
teacher  at  fifteen,  and  graduate  of  Amherst  College  before  he  was 
twenty,  he  was  pastor  of  the  Congregational  Church  in  Ware  for 
thirty  years.  He  was  an  accomplished  scholar  in  geology  and  left 
a  rare  collection  of  shells.  He  received  the  degree  of  D.  D.  from 
Williams  College. 

'43 — Died  at  East  Orange,  N.  J.,  August  4,  1899,  Samuel  Burn- 
ham,  who  was  born  in  Essex,  Mass.,  in  1825,  and  who  was  Secre- 
tary of  the  American  Tract  Society  at  Boston,  and  later  was 
associated  with  Orange  Judd  in  publishing  the  "American  Agri- 
culturist." 

'47 — The  present  address  of  Rev.  Alexander  M.  Averill,  who 
graduated  from  Newton  Theological  Seminary  in  1853,  is  13  Wil- 
low Avenue,  West  Somerville,  Mass. 

'54 —  Leigh  Richmond  Worcester  died  at  Maiden,  August  26, 
1899,  aged  64  years. 

^  '67 — Died  in  Boston,  September  25,  1899,  John  Hamilton  Rice, 
son  of  a  former  governor  of  the  state,  Alexander  H.  Rice. 

'72 —  Hon.  James  Henry  Flint  of  Weymouth,  Mass.,  has  been 
nominated  for  Probate  Judge  of  Norfolk  County.  Mr.  Flint  grad- 
uated at  Harvard,  was  principal  of  the  Marblehead  High  School, 
a  member  of  the  Suffolk  bar,  author  of  "Flint  on  Trusts  and 
Trustees,"  and  a  member  of  the  General  Court  of  Massachusetts 
for  five  years. 
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'73 —  Alfred  L.  Ripley,  graduate  treasurer  of  Phillips  athletic 
interests,  and  vice-president  of  the  National  Hide  and  Leather 
Bank  of  Boston,  won  during  the  last  of  July  the  president's  cup  at 
the  Shinnecock  Hills  golf  links.  Mr.  Ripley  was  also  elected  at 
Commencement  to  the  governing  board  of  Yale  University. 

'83 — "Married  at  New  Haven,  June  25,  1899,  Garabed  Mourad 
Mouradhanian  and  Henrietta  Soltan. 

'92 — In  New  York  City,  N.  Y.,  September  17,  1899,  Miss  Fanny 
L.  Davenport  was  married  to  Rev.  George  E.  Lake  of  Patten,  Me. 

'94 —  Job  E.  Johnson,  Yale  A.  B.  '98,  Harvard  A.  M.  '99,  has 
been  elected  Professor  of  Latin  in  Parsons  College,  Fairfield,  Iowa. 

'95 — Elisha  Sears  Lewis  and  Miss  Jane  Catherine  Marsh  were 
married  in  Trinity  Church,  Springfield,  Mass.,  September  1,  1899. 


BOOfc0< 


Wild  Animals  I  Have  Known.      Charles    Scribner's  Sons. 
Price,  $2.00. 

Of  the  books  which  have  appeared  this  year,  none  have  been 
gotten  up  with  better  taste  than  "  Wild  Animals  I  have  Known," 
by  Ernest  Seton  Thompson.  One  involuntarily  exclaims  upon 
seeing  it  for  the  first  time,  "  What  a  handsome  book."  Nor  is  it's 
beauty  alone  on  the  outside,  for  there  is  a  charm  to  Mr.  Thomp- 
son's stories  which  can  be  compared  to  Kipling's  Jungle  Book  and 
not  suffer  by  such  comparison.  The  first  story  in  particular, 
"  Lobo,"  is  one  of  the  best  stories  of  animal  life  that  has  been 
written  for  years  and  the  others  are  not  far  behind  it  in  interest. 
To  add  to  the  charm  of  the  book,  it  is  illustrated  by  the  author 
which  alone  would  recommend  it  to  all  who  have  seen  Mr.  Thomp- 
son's previous  drawings,  and  furthermore,  it  has  small  marginal 
illustrations  which  add  greatly  to  its  attractiveness.  Taking  all  in 
all,  it  seems  an  extremely  creditable  work  and  well  worth  anyone's 
attention.  e.  w.  b. 

The  Boys  of  Scrooby.    Houghton  &  Mifflin.    Price,  $1.50 

This  book,  to  sum  it  up  concisely,  is  an  historical  novel  of  the 
seventeenth  century,  for  boys.  It  treats  of  the  adventures  of 
Hugh,  Jack,  and  Stephen  Chisholm  in  the  early  days  of  American 
colonization.  These  boys  were  sons  of  Brownists,  or  Separatists, 
whom  history  knows  as  the  Pilgrims,  and  the  principal  motif  of  the 
book  treats  of  the  hardships  of  these  early  champions  of  religious 
freedom.  To  make  a  novel  from  history  so  familiar  to  Americans 
is  rather  a  delicate  undertaking,  and  Miss  Hall  has  handled  her 
theme  with  great  skill. 

Early  in  the  story  the  Chisholms  are  separated  in  a  vain 
attempt  to  escape  to  Holland  from  religious  persecution  in  Eng- 
land. Hugh  was  captured  and  sent  to  America,  while  the  parents 
and  John,  then  a  small  child,  finally  arrived  in  Holland.  Here  a 
third  son,  Stephen,  was  born  and  not  long  afterward  the  parents 
died,  leaving  the  boys  to  shift  for  themselves. 

Their  interesting  adventures  thereafter  form  the  thread  of 
the  narrative,  which  is  powerfully  and  skillfully  carried  up  to  the 
climax,  where  a  happy  reunion  of  the  brothers  is  effected  in 
America. 
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The  book  is  thoroughly  interesting  and  worth  reading,  and 
gives,  as  no  history  could,  a  graphic  picture  of  the  character  of  our 
Pilgrim  Fathers.  c.  r. 

Prisoners  of  Hope.    Houghton  &  Mifflin.    Price,  $1.25. 

Prisoners  of  Hope  is  primarily  an  interesting  book  and  holds 
one's  attention  from  beginning  to  end.  It  is  full  of  spicy  adven- 
tures and  extremely  well  written.  The  scene  is  laid  in  Virginia,  in 
colonial  days  when  the  natives  and  the  English  were  constantly 
warring.  One  can  not  help  but  admire  the  noble  character  of 
Godfrey  Hardless,  the  hero  of  the  story,  who,  although  he  is  falsely 
condemned  as  a  criminal,  and  compelled  to  work  as  a  slave,  never 
gives  up  to  despair  nor  lets  his  spirit  be  broken  by  the  tyranny  of 
his  masters.  Prisoners  of  Hope  is,  moreover,  a  strong  story 
through  and  through  and  this  one  realizes  more  and  more  as  he 
reads  it.  At  the  end,  the  noble  sacrifice  of  Hardless  well  ends 
an  excellent  book.  More  than  one,  have  upon  finishing  it,  been 
heard  to  declare  it  the  best  book  they  had  ever  read  which  might 
still  be  true  though  he  had  read  many  excellent  books. 

e.  w.  B. 

The  Mormon  Prophet,  by  Lily  Dougall.     D.  Appleton  &  Co. 
New  York.    Cloth,  $1.50. 

The  amateur  reviewer  finds  in  this  late  production  from  the 
pen  of  Miss  Dougall,  a  difficult  task :  for,  the  principal  characters 
are  presented  in  so  many  different  lights  that  they  sometimes 
seem  very  inconsistent,  and  true  teachings  seem  often  hidden  by 
defects  of  minor  importance.  But,  undoubtedly,  the  real  object  of 
the  book,  the  portrayal  of  the  true  origin,  growth  and  character  of 
Mormonism,  is  well  presented  in  the  work.  We  find  many  preju- 
dices commonly  held  are  removed  by  the  statement  of  the  actual 
character  of  the  prophet,  and  his  beliefs.  The  fallacy  of  the  com- 
mon idea  that  polygamy  was  a  fundamental  doctrine  of  Smith's 
church  is  shown  in  a  decided  manner  :  his  strength  of  purpose 
and  evident  sincerity  appeal  to  the  reader  still  more  because  of 
the  persecution  he  underwent  for  them.  The  story  which  follows 
through  the  book  seems  not  to  have  the  usual  frivolity,  but  to  be 
of  a  depth  and  delicacy,  that  one  cannot  help  admire. 
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To  most  readers,  the  character  of  Halsey,  the  Quaker-Mormon 
preacher  is  the  sweetest  and  truest,  but  the  steadfast  love  of 
Ephraim  is  as  appealing.  Still,  one  is  struck  by  some  seeming 
inconsistences  in  the  portrayal  of  the  characters,  and  if  the  book 
did  not  teach  us  so  many  truths,  they  would  stand  out  much  more 
prominently. 

But  altogether,  the  book  should  be  a  revelation  to  the  haters 
and  enemies  of  the  Mormons  who  suppose  Brigham  Young,  the 
founder  of  the  Utah  church,  (but  who  was  really  a  dissenter  in  the 
true  church)  to  be  a  fair  type  of  the  real  Mormon.  Presenting  as 
she  does  the  little  band  of  the  "  Other  side  of  the  question,"  the 
author  has  written  a  book  of  vital  interest. 

The   Queen   of   the   Swamp  and  Other  Plain  Americans. 
Houghton  &  Mifflin.    Price,  $1.25. 

The  Queen  of  the  Swamp  consists  of  a  collection  of  thirteen 
stories  written  by  Mrs.  Catherwood  for  various  magazines.  They 
are  descriptive  of  the  Middle  West,  Ohio,  Indiana,  Illinois  and 
Kentucky.  Some  portray  life  as  it  was  forty  or  fifty  years  ago, 
while  others  are  contemporary.  Miss  Wilkins  has  depicted  rural 
life  at  the  North,  Mr.  Cable  at  the  South,  while  Mrs.  Catherwood 
has  introduced  us  to  a  comparatively  new  field.  These  tales  are 
short  but  very  realistic  and  human.  Her  delineations  of  persons 
and  places  are  so  well  drawn  that  one  involuntarily  feels  as  if 
he  were  one  of  the  company,  and,  moreover,  the  stories  to  a  large 
extent  are  cheerful  in  tone. 

In  "  Sweetness,"  Wilda's  devotion  to  her  paralyzed  mother, 
Alanson's  rough  chivalry  and  the  Christmas  tree,  all  combine  to 
give  us  a  beautiful  home  picture.  We  are  glad  with  Sevana  that 
she  comes  into  her  rightful  inheritance,  and  that  at  the  same  time 
her  intriguing  aunt  and  son  are  discomfited.  In  "  Rose  Day,"  the 
conversation  of  the  twins  is  unique  and  original. 

Mrs.  Catherwood  is  very  fortunate  in  her  writings  in  that  they 
appeal  to  both  young  and  old,  recalling  pleasant  recollections  to 
the  one,  while  her  quaint  descriptions  of  persons  and  places  seem 
like  romance  to  the  other. 

The  Queen  of  the  Swamp  is  a  book  one  likes  to  read  aloud 
to  a  miscellaneous  company,  it  is  so  replete  with  human  nature 
that  all  enjoy  it.  h.  w.  b. 
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Bnnounces 
/(Receipt  of.. 


Fall  Importations  #- 


Especially  Adapted  to  Students'  Wear. 
Examine  Styles  aud  Prices. 


12  Beacon  Street,  Boston. 


Geo.  L.  Griffin  &  Son 

FURRIERS  &  HATTERS 


404  WASHINGTON  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


H/VTS  FURS 

Derby  and  Soft  Hats  in  all  the  Latest  Styles  and  Colors.  College 
Caps  and  Outing  Hats  of  every  description. 

Special  attention  given  to  Young  Men's  STYLISH  HEADGEAR. 

We  carry  a  select  and  exclusive  line  of  Ladies1  Hats,  both  Imported 
and  Domestic. 

Fine  Furs  for  Ladies  and  Gentlemen.  Custom  Work  and  Repairing 
a  special  feature  of  this  department.  We  carry  a  choice  line  of  Seal 
Skins  and  Sables. 


QEO.  L  QRIFFIN  6r  SON 
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Dr.  3.  Htdjarbs 

94  Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass. 

Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  g  p.  m. 

Dr.  C.  VO.  Scott, 

Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass, 

Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m  ;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Dr.  3ofyn  p.  Correy, 

Physician  and  Surgeon       A       i  4  Essex  Street* 

TELEPHONE  22-4.  Office  Hours:  Until  10;  3  to  5  p.  m.;  after  7  p.  m. 

P.  A.  >92. 

Charles  <£.  Ctbbott,  m.  D., 

Physician  and  Surgeon    ♦*♦    70  Main  St.,  Andover. 

Office  Hours  :  Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

<£bmarb  <L  Ccmroij,  a.  ZIt,  m.  D., 

Office  and  Residence,         ♦%         36  Main  Street. 

Office  Hours  :  Until  10  a.  m.;  2  'till  4  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

fjenry  £.  Clarke,  2tt.  D., 

3  Punchard  Avenue       .\       Andover,  Mass* 

Office  Hours  :  Until  9.30  a.  m.;  1.30  to  3,  7  to  8  p.  m. 

albert  <£.  fjulme, 
D.  7X1.  D. 

<L       (gilbert,  2TE.  D.  S., 

DENTAL  ROOMS 

Bank  Building  .\  Andover,  Mass. 
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CARL  J.  HORNER 


Zhc  *  photoQvnphcv 

11  WINTER  ST.,  -  BOSTON. 

Jperiil  Ritej  to  Students  of  Pbillips  Aodover  Academy, 
(kyy  Work  4  Specialty.      Elmtor  to  Studio. 
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HARDY  &.  COLE  LE  ™— 

Box  Making,  Planing,  Sawing  and 

Matching  done  to  order.    Kindling  Wood  by  the  load. 

...P.  A.  Students  would  do  well  to  remember  that... 

Smith  &  Manning        Winter  Underwear 

Call  at  their  store  8  ESSEX  STREET,  and  see  for  yourselves 

T.  J.  FARTHER 

Fish  of  all  Kinds    •••  •••  Oysters,  Clams  and  Lobsters 

15  Barnard's  Court,  Andover 

TONY  BASO 

50  Main  Street      -      -  Andover. 

t\.  T.  WALSH 

DEALER  IN  STOVES,  RANGES  AND  FURNACES. 

Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  Water  Heating.        Shop,  Essex  St.  Andover. 

Fire,  Life  or  Accident  Insurance 

CALL.  AT 

Rogers'  Real  Estate  Agency,  "maIn^VrIet^ 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

HENRY  P.  NOYES, 

FURNITURE  4- 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

EDWIN  C.  PIKE, 

Stoves,  Lamps,  Oil,  Tin  and  Glass  Ware. 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WARE,  CROCKERY,  ETC. 
PARK  STREET,  ANDOVER,  MASS. 
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rmters  to  ♦♦♦♦ 

bUUps  Hcademy 


FROST  &  ADAMS  CO., 

Importers      37  Cornhill,  Boston,  flass, 


flfcatbemattcal  "(Instruments 
Brtists'  Hfcatedals 


For  Crayon  and  Charcoal  Drawing,  Oil  and  Water  Color 
Painting.     Architects'  and  Engineers'  Supplies,  Etc. 
Picture  Framing  a  Specialty. 


DISCOUNT  TO  STUDENTS. 
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WILLOUGHBY  &  CO., 

pbotogtapbers 
Developing  anfc  printing  Bmateur  TOorft. 
181  E33EX  ST.,  QOR.  J/KK3QN     ~  LAWRENCE. 

sor*  mm.  n  am  «  mm.  um 

IN  ANDOVER  BLUE  AND  WHITE. 

LA  FLEUR-DE-LIS,     -     r\*\n  Strggt. 

W.  E.  STRdTTON, 

TEACHER  OF 

Banjo,  Guitar  &  Mandolin.   Instruments  for  Sale 

 MORRILL  HOUSE  ANNEX,  ANDOVER. 

O.  CHAPMAN, 

DINIM€a  ROOMS 

tobacco,  Cigars,  soft  Drinfes.  hain  street 


Wholesale  and  Retail 
Dealers  in 


HENRY  C.  KING  CO., 

Groceries  and  Provisions 

Plain  and  Fane;  Bakers.  WOOD,  COAL  and  PREPARED  WOOD.  Ha;,  Straw  and  Grain. 

TELEPRONE  33-2.  106  SOUTH  BROADWAY,  MASS. 

ARE  YOU  INSURED? 

Is  Your  House  Insured  ?  Are  Your  Furniture  and  Books  Insured  ? 

J.  A.  SMART,  .-.  Bank  Building,  Andpver. 

REPRESENTS  FIRE,  LIFE  AND  ACCIDENT  INSURANCE.      BEST  COMPANIES.     LOWEST  BATES. 

CURRAN  &  JOYCE, 

gin ger^ ale  and  Ba||ardva|c  Lithia  Water 

433.  435,  437  Common  St.,  LAWRENCE,  MASS. 

H.  G.  TANNER  ®  9 

Caterer..* 

For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events.  Everything  used  is  of  first-class  quality,  and  the  Best 
of  Service  Guaranteed.    Prompt  Attention  and  personal  supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 

24  MAIN  STREET,  HAVERHILL 
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TELEPHONE  913-2  OXFORD. 


THOS.  A.  BROOK  &  CO. 

 CHAMBERS  

4I0  WASHINGTON  ST.,    -     -    BOSTON,  AAASS. 


Our  Importations  for  This  Season  Consist  of  a  Full  Line  of 

Overcoatings,  -  Sailings  ■  and  -  trouserings 

Of  Ail  the  Leading  Makes.    An  early  Inspection  is  Respectfully  Solicited., 


WE  MAKE  A  SPECIALTY  OF  A 

*  *  full  SUk  Xtncb  Bress  Suit  =  * 
for  $50.00 

an<i  Gua.ra.ntee  a  Perfect  Pit- 
DON'T  GO  TO  THE.... 

TKotman- 

'Photographic  Company 

UNLESS  YOU  WANT  THE  BEST  AND 

^  MOST  ARTISTIC  PICTURES  * 


FINE  PLATINUM  CABINETS  at  only  a 

slight  advance  over  Cost  of  Cheap  Class  Pictures. 

 SATISFACTION  GUARANTEED  


  (3  Park  Street  and  384  Boylston  Street,  Boston 

STUDIOS 

(Also  J  286  Massachusetts  Avenue,  Cambridge 
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H.  M.  LEVINE 
bailor 

ROOM  20  JEWELERS  BUILDING, 
373  WASHINGTON  ST.,  COR.  BROMFI ELD  ST., 

BOSTON. 

For  Sale    To  Rent 


*  JManos  * 

m 

Uiciins,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings,  Etc. 

DYEfi  8t  CO.,      337  ESSEX  s"rREE"r' 


LAWRENCE. 


f  Boston  and  Maine  Railroad  I 


^  The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England.  ^ 

£  LOWEST  RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS  £ 

4p  Fast  Trains  With  Through  Sleeping  Cars  Between 

#  BOSTON 

H  ana  Ittontreal,  Ottawa,  Coronto  

H   ebicago,  St.  Paul  ana  Minneapolis 

Only  One  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST. 


D.  J.  FLANDERS, 

General  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent. 

?tT3b??«??t?  t#T?i>T         ^TtT         *tT  1 
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GEO.  H.  WALKER  &  CO.  *  * 


IRoafc  fEmps 


Of  New  England,  New  Jersey  and  Eastern  New  York  by  districts,  25c  and  50c ;  handsomely 
colored  ;  roads  and  points  of  interest  shown. 


(Suibe  to  flDetropolttan  Boston  " 


This  Concise  Souvenir  is  just  off  the  press,  136  descriptive  pages  and  two  large  maps,  40  half- 
tone illustrations  of  historic  buildings  and  places  of  public  interest.    Sold  by 
dealers  or  by  mail,  postpaid,  for  25c. 


Cit?  flDaps 


TflHall  fIDaps 


Htlases 


DESCRIPTIVE  CATALOGUE  FREE 


Harcourt  Street 
BOSTON 


GEO.  H.  WALKED  S  CO., 

Xttbograpbers  *  ipubltsbers  *  printers 

POSTER  WORK  A  SPECIALTY.  Send  for  Samples  and  Estimates 


JAS.  WABD,  Jr.  *  + 


produces  tbe  ♦ .  ♦ 


finest  Catalogue  and  JMagazine  GQorh 
Souvenirs  and  ]So\>elties  a  Specialty 
Samples  and  estimates  Submitted 


COR.  FRANKLIN  ©■  METHUEN  5TS. 

LAWRENCE. 
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LAWRENCE  RUBBER  60., 

This  store  is  devoted  exclusively  to  RUBBER  GOODS  and  WET  WEATHER 
APPAREL  ;  and  when  in  need  of  anything  from  a  Pair  of  RUBBER  HEELS  to  a  MACKIN- 
TOSH you  are  sure  to  be  suited.  All  the  Latest  Styles  in  RUBBER  FOOTWEAR  at  Bottom 
Prices.    Agency  for  the  CELEBRATED  "  M  &  M  "  RUBBER  COLLARS  and  CUFFS. 

455  ESSEX  STREET,  LAWRENCE. 


■co  TO  M,  J.  CAHILL 


395  and  397  ESSEX  ST.,  -      -  LAWRENCE 

T.  F.  KERNON,  PROPRIETOR. 

W5  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  HASS. 

MtiUam  lb*  (Slover  &  Co,,  ....gfffi&St*..- 
IPbarmaceuttcal  Cbemists 

Manufacturers  of  297  ESSEX  STREET, 

FINE  PHARMACEUTICALS  LAWRENCE,  MASS 

...THE  BACON  $5.00  SHOES... 

For  Young  Men  Are  Guaranteed  Not  to  Crack.   A  New 
Pair  If  They  Do. 

FRANK  A.  McCLUSKEY,  Sole  Agent  for  Lawrence  and  Vicinity. 

 293   ESSEX  STREET.  

2>r.  3.  H.  Bacon 

Of  the  New  York  Eye  and  Ear  Infirmary,  Wills  Hospital,  Philadelphia,  and  the 
Baltimore  Eye  and  Ear  Hospital. 

Office,  BLAKELEY  BUILDING,       -        477  ESSEX  STREET 
Eye,  Ear,  Nose  and  Throat  Diseases.  Glasses  Scientifically  Fitted. 

Hours  :   9  to  12  a.  m.,  and  1  to  5  and  7  to  9  p.  m.  Telephone  317-2. 

3obn  3.  Xawlor,  flD.  D., 

PHYSICIAN  AND  SURGEON 

BLAKELEY  BUILDING,      -  LAWRENCE. 

Office  Houis  :   9  a.  m.;  2  to  4,  7  to  9  p.  m. 

JOHN  W.  LAA\B 

Ifasbtonable  Sboe  ©ressing  parlors 

382  Essex  Street,  Lawrence,  Mass. 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 

Doing  Business  at  the  Old  Stand.  IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor 

Depot  Carriages  meet  all  Boston  Trains,  and  carry  passengers  to  the  station  at  short 
notice.  First-class  Rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.  P.  A.  patronage  respect- 
fully solicited  and  satisfaction  guaranteed. 

Long  Distance  Telephone  Connection  at  Mansion  House. 

W.  J.  BURNS, 
Tailor  and  furnisher 

Agent  for  Scripture's  Laundry  

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 

Dry  Goods  and  Groceries 

Special  Attention  Paid  to  Crockery. 

...AN  DOVER  AND  NO.  ANDOVER. 

The  Hndover  Bookstore  & 

Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School 
Supplies.  Stationery  in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved, 
special  P.  A.  Paper.  See  our  Andover  Fountain  Pen. 
Price  reduced  to  $1.50.  Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals.  ........ 

GiO.  a«  HIOGINS  &  CO., 

HAiW  ST., 
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6-  W-  ©HANDLER, 

Dealer  in  (oaJ      Wood.  Teaming  Jobbing 

Orders  left  and  bills  payable  at  -  At  5bort  ffotics 

store  of  O.  P.  Chase 

G.  H.  VALPEY  E.  H.  VALPEY 

VALPEY  BROTHERS, 

Dealers  in  Meats,  Provisions,  Vegetables,  &c. 

No.  2  Main  St.,  Andover,  Mass. 

THO^\A5  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Confectionery 

Lunch  Room.  Main  Street,  Andover 

J.  P-  WAKEFIELD, 

Dealer  in  Meats,  Vegetables,  Etc. 

— Market  on  Main  Street. 

COAL      WOOD  STRAW  HAY 


SUCCejo°HN°CoRNBLL    F'lTCllfbk    JE  .     GlBCtSOft    Cafter  Andover,  Mass. 

Coal  delivered  to  the  room.    Mill  Wood  for  Kindlings 

F.  P.  HIGGINS,  Bakery..  ^i^^TZ^ 

MUSGROVE  BUILDING,    -    ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 

FINEST  LINE  OF  CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

Also    Revolvers,  Cartridges,  Loaded  Shells,  Skates,  Polo  Sticks  and 

Balls  at  the 

ANDOVER    HARDWARE  STORE. 

H.  McLAWLIN,       -       MAIN  STREET. 

GEO.  PIDDINGTON   -  -  FLORIST. 

73    SCHOOL  STREET 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violets  ^^SSSSJLj^ 

ALL  KINDS  OF  DECORATIONS. 
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(Boob  Judgement 

Has  been  exercised  by  Phillips- Andover  in  selecting  their  school. 

Zbe  Same 

Should  apply  in  the  selection  of  their  photographer.  A  photographer  whose  only  idea  of 
competition  is  the  lowering  of  prices,  cheapens  the  quality  of  his  work  to  compete.  In 
other  words,  A  CHEAP  PHOTOGRAPHER  MAKES  CHEAP  PICTURES. 

TO  ADVERTISE,  we  can  handle  a  limited  amount  of  School  Work  at  a  Low  Price,  but  WE 
TAKE  TIME  TO  DO  IT  AS  WELL  AS.  OUR  OTHER  WORK;  otherwise  it 
would  be  a  poor  advertisement.  STUDENTS  OF  PHILLIPS-ANDOVER  are  cor- 
dially, invited  to  sit  at  our  studios  at  the  following  reduced  prices  : 

First  Dozen,  $3.00.  Additional  Dozens  at  $2.00.  Four  Dozen  (50)  Pictures  ordered  at  one  time, 
$8.00.  Eight  Dozen  (100)  Pictures  ordered  at  one  tim  e,  $12.00.  With  each  lot  of  four 
dozen,  two  finished  proofs  allowed  With  each  lot  of  eight  dozen,  four  finished  proofs 
allowed.  Each  extra  position  finished  for  50c  each.  Ten  extra  pictures  given  free  with 
every  order  for  50,  or  6  Elites.  Fifteen  extra  pictures  given  free  with  every  order  for  100 
or  6  Elites. 


21  West  Street,      =       -        Boston,  Mass. 


H.  C  HASKELL, 

...II  MAIDEN  LANE... 

...NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 
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jfownes'  English  (Sloves  *  $1.50 

You  Have  Paid  More  for  the  Same  Quality. 

Modish  Neckwear  a  Specialty 

Your  Furnishing  Wants 

Can  be  supplied  by  us  to  your  entire  satisfaction. 

fieroux,  Cbe  Clothier,  -  -  Lawrence 


<?orre<;t  Dressif^,... 


We  invite  all  gentlemen  who  appreciate  the 
highest  class  of  tailoring,  and  are  willing  to 
pay  a  trifle  more  than  is  charged  for  ordinary 
work.  


f 


rank  D,  Somers, 

merchant  Cailor,., 

No.  5  PARK  ST.,    -  BOSTON 


Time  Saver 


Copy  Your  Notes  and 
Make  Your  Manu- 
scripts on  a   .    .    .  . 

IWew  jfranfcUn  Gigpewrtter.  SU&fi^tSSSSS 

Typewriter  made.  FIRST-CLASS  AT  A  REASONABLE  PRICE.  $75.00.  Typewriters 
rented,  $4.00  per  month.    For  Illustrated  Catalogue  and  Full  Particulars,  write  to  " 

to  flDUfe  St,  Boston,  flDass. 


CutteMTower  Go,, 


HODGKINS  &  HODGKINS 

tailors  and  English  Breeches  makers 

27  SCHOOL  STREET,  CHAMBERS, 
....BOSTON.... 


Me  flmoite  tbe  Students  of  "pbtlltp*"  to  in- 
spect our  Importations  for  the  coming" 
season.  Immense  variety  of  Scotch 
Tweeds,  Homespuns,  and  Cheviot  Suit- 
ings, Fancy  Cashmere  and  Goods  for 
Waistcoats,  London  Trouserings,  Vicuna 
and  Worsted  Coatings,  Golf  and  Riding; 
Goods,  Etc. 

*»  REID  &  HUGHES  *• 

Books  &  Stationery  Department 

headquarters  for  all  tbe  New  Boohs  published 
at  Greatly  Reduced  prices  

<He  can  supply  you  wttb  any  Vcxt  Book 
wanted  at  Lowest  prices  

r  T     T    7        T       Ask  to  see  our  new  lines  a°d  styles  of 

JZH^r^V^^d-      WOrk.    F^Wnting  Papers  and  Engraved 

PLATE  AND  50  CARDS,  98  CENTS. 


Essex  St.,  Xawrence,    *    ©pp.  post  ©ff tee 


Young's  „Vi„ 
Stetson's  JZs... 

We  Solicit  the  Patronage  of 

Bnoover  Stuoents 

We  are  aware  of  the  fact  that  the  Students  of  An- 
dover  have  the  mistaken  idea  that  they  must  go  to  Boston 
for  their  wearing  apparel  and  furnishings.  Boys — you 
have  made  the  mistake  of  your  life. 


Bicknell  Bros., 


LAWRENCE 


M.  STEIN  ERT  &  SONS  CO., 

290  ESSEX  ST.,      ♦..Pilgrim  Building...  LAWRENCE 


Pi 


ianos 


W 


The  old,  reliable  Steinway  Agency — also  for  Hardman,  Gabler,  Emer- 
son, Standard,  Singer,  and  Cramer  Pianos.     Sheet  Music, 
Banjos,  Guitars,  Old  Violins.     All  Musical 
Merchandise. 

pianos  IRentefc  IRew  for  tbe  Scbool  J5ear 

e...WS  S®lLI<tBT  YOUR  PATROffAGB.... 


STEIN  ERT'S  -  -  290 


LAWRENCE. 


Enbover,  fl&ase.,  flov,  1899 


THE  L  E.  FLETCHER  CO., 

134  BOYLSTON  ST.,  BOSTON 


College  Ratters 

ant) 

Outfitters 


SHIRTS  TO  MEASURE 
REPRESENTED  AT  CHAP'S  WEEKLY 


$iyiiL{Bi1-i- 

O..TKEM0NT  BUILOINQ... 

...BOSTON,  MASS. 

T.  E.  /\0SELEY  &  CO., 

145  TREMONT  ST.,  BETWEEN 
TEMPLE  PLACE  &  WEST  ST., 

BOSTON. 

"Sr-JSoote  &  Sboes  p"rs 

RGHSONKBLe  PRIG6S  FROM  $3.50  TO  $7.50. 

lO    P.  C.    DISCOUNT   TO    KNDG5iER  STUDENTS. 


HE  <<H  <M 

Phillips  Andover 
Mirror 

EDITORIAL  B0HRD  : 

MANAGING  EDITOR:  BUSINESS  MANAGER  : 

Emerson  Woods  Baker,  'oo.  Fred  Lewis  Collins,  'oo. 

Charles  Tripp  Ryder,  'oi.      Roland  Jesse  Dodd,  '02. 

The  Magazine  is  conducted  by  the  Editors  in  connection 
with  a 

•••    CONTRIBUTING    BOHRD  ••• 

The  MIRROR  is  published  on  the  fifteenth  of  October,  November, 
December,  February,  March,  April  and  June  of  each  Academic 
year,  by  the  students  of  Phillips  Academy,  Andover,  Mass. 

The  Subscription  Price  is  $1.50  per  year,  or  25c  per  single  number, 
payable  in  advance. 

The  aim  of  the  Magazine  is  to  reflect  literary  Andover  as  it  is  and 
to  make  it  what  it  should  be.  Contributions  are  desired  from  any 
member  of  the  school.  Address  all  contributions  to  the  Editors, 
Phillips  Andover  Mirror,  and  all  business  communications  to 

Fred  Lewis  Collins,  Business  Manager. 

PHILLIPS  RCHDEKY, 

HNDOiiER,  MASSACHUSETTS. 


£able  of  Contents 

PAGE 


A  Gray  Suit  of  Clothes — R.  T.  Dodd   33 

A  Railroad  Story   42 

"Juanita" — G.  E.  Merrill   45 

The  Fourth  of  July  in  the  Havana  Blockade — W.  T.  Colby.  50 

Mirage — A  Mystery  of  the  Sea.— Colby   56 

The  Month   57 

Editorials   58 

Leaves  From  Phillips  Ivy.   60 

Abbot  Letter   62 

Books   63 
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Phillips  Academy, 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 
Cecil  F.  P.  Bancroft,  Ph.  D.,  LLD,  Principal. 

THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges, 
the  scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools. 
One  hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 
The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 
The  pupils  last  year  numbered   over   four  hundred,  less  than  one 
half  of  whom  were  from  New  England,  and  the  others  from  more  distant 
places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept.  21,  1899,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to  the 
accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amounts  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and  for 
copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 

QEO.  P.  RAYMOND, 
Costume  Parlors 

17  BOYLSTON  PLACE,  BOSTON  MASS.  Telephone,  Oxford  145. 

Costumes  for  Masquerades,  Old  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 

The  Mansion  House  Phillips  Academy 

Open  tb«  Year  Rcuni  Enlarged  ».r)<l  ff<?wly  Purpisr)e<I. 

TERMS,  $12.50  to  $1750  a  Week.  82.00  to  83.00  Per  Day. 

H.  F.  CHASE, 

pi?e  Atyletie  Qoods  B,CYCL^ 

\       *         I        •  ^  REPAIRS 

Photo  Supplies.         ...P.O.  BLOCK,  ANDOVER. 

TEACHERS  WANTED  Ul,TevTr£r^ 

Pittsburg,  Pa.,  Toronto,  Can.,  New  Orleans,  La.,  New  York,  N.  Y..  Washington,  D.  C, 
San  Francisco,  Cal.,  Chicago,  111.,  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  Denver,  Col.  There  are  thousands  of 
positions  to  be  filled.  We  had  over  8ooo  vacancies  during  the  past  season.  Unequaled 
facilities  for  placing  teachers  in  every  part  of  the  United  States  and  Canada.  More  vacancies 
than  teachers.  Address  all  Applications  to  WASHINGTON,  I>.  C. 
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\\/  r.  BRODIL... 

uiLot 


£  Formerly  with  Matthew  Rock  of  New  York  City,  and  Head 

«^  Cutter  for  the  past  13  years  with  F.  L>.  Dunne  of  Boston. 

HAS  OPENED  CHAMBERS  AT 

363  Washington  Street,  Boston. 

(ffear  BrorrjficI<I  5treet.) 

fall  anfc  Timtnter  Stales  BU  11 n— Your  inspection  cor- 
dially invited*  Specialty  made  of  Suits  for  Riding, 
Shooting  and  Golf.  Personal  attention  given  to  every 
order*    Satisfaction  guaranteed.  ♦♦ 


w:  r.  BRODIL, 


363  Washington  Street, 
BOSTON. 
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it     ti  IDEAL  FOUNTAIN  PEN 

as  well  as  others 

find  a  necessary  convenience. 


They  are  used  and  endorsed  bv  people  of  education  as  the  be-t  writing  instru- 
ment of  to-day  It  i- the  popular  Pen  at  all  the  Univt  rsities,  Schools  and  Colleges. 
Ask  vour  dealer  or  write  for  Catalogue. 

L.  E.  Waterman  Co.,  LaSS&3Tu- 157  Broadway,  N.Y. 


ear  g^puna 

Not  only  in  Young  Men's  Elegant  Made-up  Clothing,  but  in 
all  articles  appertaining  to  a  Complete  Outfit,  viz  :  HATS, 
FOOTWEAR,  UNDERWEAR,  LINEN,  NECKWEAR, 
HOSIERY,  CANES,  UMBRELLAS,  TRAVELING 
BAGS,  MACKINTOSHES  and  GLOVES. 

A.  SHUflflN  6^  CO., 

SHUilAN  CORNER,        =  BOSTON. 

The  Nesmith  Shoe  for  Men 

$3.50 


Our  Motto :  ^  I      J    "From  Factory  to  Feet. 


You  will  find  embodied  in  our  product  all  the  essentials  of 
the  best  custom  work.  In  style,  finish,  and  material,  we  be- 
lieve we  have  succeeded  in  producing  a  shoe  that  will  meet 
the  needs  of  those  who  will  be  content  only  with  the  best. 

THE    NESMITH  COMPANY, 

112  SUMMER  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 

®  #  ANDREW      hhOJB  f  CO.  •  • 
.♦♦prescription  ©ptiriana^ 

D^&Hera  In?  Wh©i©% r^pibS^  Supplies- 

Main  Store,  323-325  Washington  St.,  (opp.  Old  South  Church) 
Branch,  454  Boylston  Street,  cor.  Berkeley  St., 

_   BOSTON 
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CO. 

Largest  Manufacturers  of 

CLOTHING 

in  the  World. 

io  p.c.  Discount  to  Students 


m  1am  mil 


BOSTON. 


Cygolf 

As  slick  a  pair  as  was  ever 
drawed  to 

$3.50 

CRIMSON  ^  SIGN, 

SUMMER  STREET, 

Cor.  Devonshire, 

BOSTON 

1237  Broadway, 

30  and  31st  Streets, 

118  Nassau  Ave., 
N.  Y.  CITY. 

Cygolf 


You 
Van* 
Novell 
)S  porting 
Goods 

"  The  very  finest  goods 

AT 

The  very  lowest  prices.' 

that's 
Why 


John  P.  Lovell 
Arms  Co. 

[63-165  WASHINGTON  ST. 

(Between  Court  St.  &  Cornhill) 
BOSTON,  MASS. 


VI 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


W.  H.  GOWDY  &  CO. 

Outfitters 

AND  .... 

Shirt  Makers 

1004  CHAPEL  STREET, 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 

JAMES  A.  HAWKES, 

^   bailor  anb  Umpotter 

418  WdSHINQTON  ST.,    ~    ~  BOSTON. 


SUITS,  $35.00  to  $40.00  DRESS  SUITS,  $55-00 
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RHODES  &  MOULTON, 
...Up=to°Date  $bog  Parlors... 

STUDENTS'  SHOES,  Distinctive  in 
Style  and  Character  

"Prices,  $3.00,  $3.50,  $4.00,  $4.50 
ALSO  UP-TO-DATE  RUBBER  GOODS. 

OFFICE  FOR 

Ixodes  9  (T\ouItoi? 

Up-to-Date  Laundry...  ... First-Class  Work  Guaranteed 

5  Main  Street,  -  Andover,  Mass. 
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Celebrated 

Latest  Designs  and  Colors 
of  the  Season. 

^      Collins  & 
^w      tfatrbanhs  Co., 

...BOSTON 


<?orre<;t  Dressip^... 


We  invite  all  gentlemen  who  appreciate  the 
highest  class  of  tailoring,  and  are  willing  to 
pay  a  trifle  more  than  is  charged  for  ordinary 
work.  


rank  D.  Somers, 

merchant  Caifor.,. 


No.  5  PARK  ST.,    -  BOSTON 


►THE, 


*  Phillips  flndowr  mirror *- 


IMMIE  Boygan  stood  under  a  blue  electric  light,  think- 


J  ing.  He  had  ten  cents  in  his  pocket.  He  was  pon- 
dering whether  he  should  go  to  the  theatre  or  to  supper. 

The  uncle  to  whose  guardianship  Jimmie's  mother  had 
left  him  when  she  died  had  skipped,  and  had  not  been  heard 
of  for  days  Jimmie's  welcome  at  the  tenement  house  which 
had  been  his  and  his  uncle's  home  was  exceedingly  doubt- 
ful, because  Mrs.  Flaherty  had  seven  children  of  her  own. 
The  overseer  of  the  poor  had  refused  to  have  anything  to  do 
with  Jimmie,  because  that  gentleman  had  once  seen  him 
smoking  a  cigarette.  Jimmie  was  cold  and  hungry.  His 
condition  was  deplorable  indeed. 

At  the  theatre,  there  was  warmth  and  congenial  com- 
pany. If  he  went  to  supper,  his  hunger  would  be  satisfied  ; 
but  after  that  there  would  be  cold  and  loneliness. 

Presently  there  came  up  the  street :  Connie  Murphy, 
"  Sawed-off  "  Perry  and  four  other  boys. 

"  Hello  Boygan  !  "  they  called,  "  Come  on  to  the  show." 
"  All  right"  said  Jimmie,  and  he  joined  the  crowd. 
The  theatre  to  which  they  went  was  not  a  grand  es- 
tablishment.   There  were  two  "  boxes  "  which  were  never 
occupied  because  they  cost  a  dollar  a  piece.      The  audience 
there  was  not  in  the  least  "  high  toned."      The  pit  wore 
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gaudy  red  neck-ties  and  four  dollar  suits  of  clothes.  The 
gallery  chewed  tobacco  and  spat  upon  the  floor.  A  police- 
man was  stationed  in  the  gallery.  Between  the  acts  this 
officer  ejected  drunken  men  and  small  boys.  While  the 
play  was  in  progress  he  either  slept  or  read  from  a  news- 
paper. 

When  Jimmie  Boygan  and  his  crowd  trooped  up  the 
stairs  into  the  gallery,  the  play  had  not  commenced.  They 
occupied  the  top  row.  Other  boys  were  scattered  about, 
some  of  whom  came  and  joined  Jimmie's  crowd.  An  Italian 
had  brought  his  wife  and  two  daughters  ;  these  sat  in  the 
front  row. 

The  sound  of  hammering  came  from  the  wings.  By 
some  accident  the  curtain  was  lifted  slightly.  This  re- 
vealed a  pair  of  feet  sticking  out  of  the  bottoms  of  a  pair 
of  blue  overalls. 

"  Them's  de  villian's  hoofs  stickin'  out  under  de 
curtain,"  said  Connie  Murphy. 

"  Sawed-off  "  Perry  gave  it  as  his  opinion  that  they  be- 
longed to  the  clown. 

The  top  row  was  shouting  out  gems  of  wit  and  sarcasm 
to  the  possessor  of  the  aforesaid  pedal  extremities,  when  the 
curtain  dropped,  there  was  the  sound  of  running  behind  the 
wings,  and  the  curtain  rose  on  the  first  scene. 

The  villian  was  revealed  seated  at  the  side  of  the 
maiden  in  a  beautiful  forest  of  paste-board  and  yellow  paint. 
He  was  an  Englishman.  He  spoke  with  a  very  loud  voice 
and  had  a  swaggering  air.  When  he  talked  to  the  maiden 
he  addressed  the  gallery.  He  was  the  "  Masses'  "  conception 
of  a  gentleman. 

The  maiden  was  a  beautiful  girl.  She  was  of  the  tim- 
orous, wild  rose,  voluptuous  type.  She  wore  a  white  dress 
and  had  very  dark  eye-lashes.  She  made  the  hearts  of  the 
gallery  flutter.  The  Italian  in  the  front  seat  stood  up  to 
gaze  upon  her. 
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When  the  maiden  embraced  the  hero  about  the  neck, 
the  gallery  was  filled  with  enthusiasm.  When  she  spoke  of 
broken  promises,  the  Italian  in  the  front  seat  wept. 

"Sawed-off  "  Perry  nudged  Jimmie  in  the  side. 

"  De  dago's  blubberin  '  "  he  whispered. 

In  fact  the  child  of  sunny  Italy  was  not  "  blubberin'." 
But  his  warm,  emotional  nature  had  caused  him  to  melt  into 
tears  momentarily.  The  pearly  drops  trickled  down  silently, 
unobtrusively.  But  the  top  row  broke  into  snickers.  A 
sleepy  looking  boy,  in  an  old  red  sweater  and  a  pair  of 
trousers  that  came  half  way  between  his  knees  and  his 
ankles,  sent  a  swift  and  silent  messenger  to  the  weeping 
Italian.  It  was  a  cigarette  stub.  It  struck  the  Italian  on 
the  shoulder  and  caused  that  personage  to  turn  and  glare 
at  the  top  row.  Except  for  occasional  snickerings  the  top 
row  was  still,  its  attention  fixed  upon  the  stage.  Some  one 
had  said  :  "  Cheese  it !"    Officer  Keegan  was  looking. 

Officer  Keegan  was  the  most  feared  and  hated  man  in 
ward  ten.  Most  of  these  boys  knew  the  feeling  of  his  fat, 
powerful  hand  upon  the  collar,  and  the  sarcastic  ring  of  his 
voice  as  he  said  : 

"  I  told  you  to  quit  !    Now  yez  come  wid  me  !  " 

He  was  a  being  to  be  admired  secretly  on  account  of 
his  mighty  strength  and  authority.  With  the  exception  of 
the  police  judge,  he  was  the  greatest  man  in  the  world  to 
them  ;  because  their  world  was  practically  confined  within 
the  boundaries  of  ward  ten.  But  above  all,  Officer  Keegan 
was  a  being  to  be  hated.  He  had  once  taken  the  cigarette 
from  a  boy's  mouth  and  thrown  it  into  a  garbage  barrel; 
furthermore  he  had  stood  by  until  the  garbage  man  took 
the  barrel  away. 

Jimmie  Boygan  was  a  most  ardent  Keegan  hater. 
Twice  he  had  been  ejected  by  that  officer  from  the  gallery 
of  the  "Bijou"  theatre.  Jimmie  looked  upon  him  as  a 
monster  whose  whole  aim  in  life  was  the  persecution  of  the 
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boy  kind.  He  could  not  imagine  that  Officer  Keegan 
should  have  any  of  the  gentle  qualities  —  charity  and  family 
affection  for  instance  ;  for  he  saw  only  the  officer's  business 
manner,  —  the  hard  authoritative  side  of  his  nature.  So  to- 
night, when  Officer  Keegan  fastened  his  searching  gaze  upon 
the  top  row,  he  caused  a  scared  gravity  to  sit  upon  the  faces 
of  its  occupants. 

The  next  scene  was  a  cottage,  the  maiden  weeping. 
Her  gray  haired  father  came  and  spoke  to  her. 

"  Mary  "  he  said,  "  You  go  from  my  house  to-night." 

(Hisses  from  the  gallery  ;  the  Italian's  wife  and  daugh- 
ters sob.) 

The  curtain  went  down.  The  humorist  in  the  red 
sweater  called  Jimmie's  attention  to  the  weeping  lady  in 
front.  Her  emotion  caused  the  risabilities  of  the  top  row  to 
break  forth  anew.  From  somewhere,  the  humorist  produced 
an  apple  core. 

"  You  t'row  it  at  'er,"  he  said  to  Jimmie. 

"  I  hadn't  dast,"  said  Jimmie. 

The  humorist  passed  the  apple-core  to  a  weak  urchin 
on  his  right. 

"  You  t'row  it  at  'er,"  he  said. 

The  weak  urchin  knew  that  he  was  an  unimportant 
factor  in  the  boy  world.  He  felt  his  inferiority  to  such  boys 
as  Jimmie  and  the  humorist.  He  knew  that  they  looked 
down  upon  him.  Here  was  a  chance  to  attract  attention,  — 
to  win  applause.  If  he  threw  this  apple-core,  the  top  row 
would  snicker.  Jimmie  and  the  humorist  would  say  to  them- 
selves : 

"  That  was  a  smart  thing  to  do.  He's  got  some  sand 
after  all." 

So  he  threw  the  apple-core.  It  struck  the  wife  of  the 
Italian  on  the  ear.  The  top  row  snorted.  Suddenly  its  oc- 
cupants felt  the  awful  presence  of  the  Law.  The  weak 
urchin  was  dragged  forth  by  the  collar.  Officer  Keegan 
pointed  his  finger  at  Jimmie  and  the  humorist. 
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"  I'll  take  you  next  "  he  said,  "  if  ye  don't  keep 
still!" 

During  the  remainder  of  the  play,  the  top  row  was 
decorously  quiet. 

"  I'll  trash  de  stuffin'  out  of  'im  when  I  get's  growed 
up,"  whispered  Jimmie  to  the  humorist. 

When  the  villian  came  on  in  the  next  scene  and  under- 
took to  make  love  to  the  maiden,  the  gallery  hissed.  He 
was  a  heavy  man  with  a  harsh  voice.  When  he  spoke,  the 
maiden  trembled  and  her  breath  came  in  short  gasps.  Com- 
pared to  the  hero,  this  man  was  by  far  the  better  of  the  two. 
One  of  his  faults  was  that  he  loved  the  maiden.  It  was  not 
his  fault  that  the  maiden  did  not  love  him.  He  had  a 
mortgage  on  the  maiden's  father's  house  which  it  was  his 
intention  to  foreclose  in  case  the  maiden  married  the  hero. 
His  morals  were  good.  The  morals  of  the  hero  were  not. 
And  yet  the  poor  villian  was  greeted  with  hisses  and  groans  ; 
while  the  hero  received  only  applause.  This  was  because 
the  maiden  loved  the  hero. 

In  the  last  scene,  the  hero  repented  of  his  past  mis- 
deeds and  married  the  maiden.  From  somewhere  a 
mysterious  stranger  appeared  and  paid  off  the  mortgage  on 
the  maiden's  father's  house.  The  maiden's  father  gave  his 
forgiveness  to  his  daughter  and  his  blessing  to  the  happy 
pair.  The  baffled  villian,  who  loved  the  maiden  and  wanted 
to  give  her  a  good  home,  retired  amid  the  hisses  of  the 
house,  and  the  immoral  hero  came  forward  and  was  given 
loud  and  rapturous  applause. 

The  play  over,  the  gallery  hunted  under  seats  for  hats 
and  stampeded  for  the  door,  the  Italian's  wife  and  two 
daughters  being  jammed  and  jostled  on  every  side. 

When  Jimmie  left  his  crowd  and  pursued  his  way 
homeward,  his  mind  was  full  of  the  scenes  of  the  theatre. 
He  sympathized  deeply  with  the  maiden  with  the  dark 
lashes.    He  imagined  himself  the  hero  ;  and  in  imagination 
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he  pummelled  the  harsh  voiced  villian  until  he  roared  for 
mercy. 

Occasionally  he  had  thoughts  of  hatred  for  Officer 
Keegan  and  his  heartlessness  in  ejecting  the  weak  urchin 
from  the  gallery  of  the  "  Bijou."  Some  day,  he  thought, 
when  he  should  have  become  a  man,  he  would  make  it  the 
one  aim  of  his  life  to  bring  about  the  downfall  of  Officer 
Keegan.  He  would  become  a  member  of  the  Common 
Council  and  would  make  fiery,  impassioned  speeches  in  the 
city  hall  which  would  cause  Public  Opinion  to  cry  out 
against  that  officer's  tyranny — to  make  him  flee  from  the 
presence  of  his  kind  and  seek  obscurity  in  some  remote 
corner  of  the  earth,  there  to  drag  out  a  miserable  existence 
and  die  a  languishing  death,  lamenting  the  wrongs  that  he 
had  inflicted  upon  Jimmie  and  his  crowd. 

Thus  ran  Jimmie's  thoughts  until  he  reached  Shaw 
street.  The  saloon  keeper  who  did  business  just  across 
from  Jimmie's  home  was  closing  his  place  for  the  night. 
A  drunken  man  was  insisting  strenuously  on  staying  in  the 
saloon  over  night.  As  Jimmie  passed,  the  saloon  keeper 
gave  this  man  a  push  that  sent  him  out  into  the  street,  where 
he  fell  heavily  upon  the  paving  stones.  The  saloon  keeper 
went  away.  As  Jimmie  entered  the  door  of  his  tenement 
house,  he  looked  back.  The  man  had  arisen  and  was  stag- 
gering aimlessly  about. 

As  Jimmie  clattered  up  the  narrow,  dirty  stairways  and 
along  the  narrower,  dirtier  passages  that  led  to  his  lodging, 
he  was  thinking  of  the  maiden  with  the  dark  lashes.  He 
heard  the  crying  of  a  baby  in  Mrs.  Flaherty's  apartments. 
The  door  was  ajar.  Mr.  Flaherty  was  in  bed.  Four  chil- 
dren lay  huddled  together  on  a  mattress  upon  the  floor. 
Mrs.  Flaherty  sat  with  her  baby  in  her  lap.  She  was  sewing, 
her  dumb  eyes  fastened  upon  her  work  —  work  that  never 
ceased,  except  during  the  three  or  four  hours  out  of  the 
twenty-four  when  Mrs.  Flaherty  slept.  The  baby  sobbed 
fretfully.    The  mother  made  no  effort  to  still  its  cries. 
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Jimmie  paused  at  his  door  to  see  whether  his  uncle 
was  in.  Then,  for  the  first  time  since  he  had  left  the 
theatre,  he  remembered  that  his  uncle  had  "skipped."  He 
felt  only  a  momentary  sense  of  loneliness.  There  would  be 
no  fierce  cross-examination,  no  blows,  tonight.  But  when  he 
tried  the  door  he  found  it  locked.  Looking  farther  along 
the  passage,  he  saw  his  belongings  piled  indiscriminately 
together.  There  was  the  bureau,  old  and  battered  and 
stained,  the  old  trunk  that  had  come  across  the  sea  with  his 
mother.  And  on  the  top  of  the  heap  was  Jimmie's  suit  of 
gray  clothes  —  his  Sunday  suit,  that  a  kind  lady  had  given 
him  the  Christmas  before. 

Mrs.  Flaherty  came  into  the  passage,  her  baby  in  her 
arms. 

"  It's  not  welcome  ye  are  any  more  "  she  said  "  Ye  can 
lave  th'  things  here  till  th'  mornin.  Th'  new  lodger's  comin' 
tomorrow." 

She  made  no  excuses,  no  explanations.  Her  bovine 
gaze  betrayed  neither  hostility  nor  friendliness.  She  was  a 
woman  without  feelings.  Sordid  poverty  had  stamped  out 
all  emotion  from  her  nature. 

****** 

About  midnight,  when  the  saloons  have  been  closed  for 
an  hour,  Shaw  street  is  almost  entirely  deserted.  If  it  is 
November,  an  icy  wind  from  the  sea  blows  steadily  up  the 
street,  causing  the  beer  signs  that  hang  over  the  sidewalk  to 
rattle  ceaselessly.  Occasionally  some  poor  wretch  can  be 
seen  wandering  aimlessly  about,  sometimes  standing  for 
moments  in  front  of  the  saloons,  whistling  perhaps,  some 
popular  air,  the  saddest  music  that  man  ever  made. 

After  Jimmie  Boygan  had  been  evicted  from  his  home, 
he  went  out  into  the  street  and  stood  about,  not  knowing 
where  to  go.  He  felt  weak  and  sick.  This  tenement  house 
had  always  been  his  home.     He  could  not  imagine  himself 
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living  anywhere  else.  He  had  had  no  supper  tonight.  He 
was  faint  with  hunger.  He  had  brought  away  the  gray  suit 
under  his  arm  ;  for  he  knew  that  it  was  the  only  whole  suit 
within  the  walls  of  the  tenement  house.  He  thought  of 
committing  suicide.  No,  he  wouldn't  do  that.  Down  in 
Prince  street  was  a  Jew  who  often  kept  late  hours.  This 
Jew  would  buy  the  suit.  Jimmie  set  off  at  a  run  in  the 
direction  of  Prince  street.  He  saw  salvation  ahead.  When 
he  reached  the  end  of  Shaw  street  he  heard  a  voice  calling 
from  the  other  side.  It  was  an  authoritative  voice,  loud 
and  harsh.    It  struck  terror  to  Jimmie's  heart. 

"  Stop!"  said  the  voice,  but  Jimmie  kept  straight  on. 

"  Stop!"  cried  the  voice  again,  but  Jimmie  was  desperate. 
Cold,  hungry,  no  place  to  sleep,  —  was  not  this  enough  but 
this  ever-nagging,  all-invading  Keegan  must  come  swooping 
down  upon  him  like  a  cat  after  a  mouse  ?  Jimmie  ran  until 
his  breath  was  gone.  Terror  spurred  him  on  until  sharp 
pains  twitched  at  his  side.  As  he  turned  down  Prince  street, 
he  saw  the  officer  heading  him  off.  Jimmie  darted  into  an 
alley  and  sank  behind  a  pile  of  boxes.  Presently  he  heard 
the  officer  coming  down  the  alley  and  he  was  dragged  out  by 
the  collar,  sobbing  and  scratching  fiercely  at  the  officer's 
hands.  Officer  Keegan  held  him  in  the  air  as  a  cat  holds 
her  kitten. 

"  There  now,  quit  it  will  ye  ?  If  ye  don't  I'll  put 
these  bracelets  on  yer  hands  and  ye'll  get  a  year  for  resist- 
in'  an  officer,  do  ye  understand  ?  Now  then,  where'd 
ye  get  them  clothes?" 

"They's  mine  !"  sobbed  Jimmie. 

"  An*  what  might  ye  be  goin'  to  do  wid  yer  clothes, 
carryin'  'em  around  this  time  o'  th'  night  ?  asked  the  officer. 

"  Sell  'em!"  sobbed  Jimmie.  He  saw  the  police  station 
before  him,  the  lock-up,  the  penetentiary.  In  his  excited 
state,  even  the  gallows  loomed  up  black  and  horrible  in  the 
distance. 
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"They's  mine!"  he  bawled,  "I  got  fired  out  n'  me 
uncle's  skipped  n'  I  ain't  had  no  supper  n'  I  toke  'em  so's 
dey  wouldn't  be  stole!" 

By  degrees  Officer  Keegan  comprehended  the  situation. 

"You  come  wid  me,"  he  commanded.  He  led  Jimmie 
out  of  the  alley,  up  Prince  street,  through  another  alley,  and 
into  a  clean  street  on  the  other  side.  He  entered  a  decent 
looking  apartment  house  and  led  Jimmie  up  a  flight  of  stairs, 
at  the  top  of  which  he  paused  and  unlocked  a  door.  A 
motherly  looking  woman  in  a  night  cap  came  from  an 
adjoining  room. 

"  Ellen,"  said  Officer  Keegan,  "  you  give  this  boy  some 
supper  'an  let  'im  sleep  in  Bobbie's  bed  tonight." 

R.  T.  Dodd. 


H  IRatlroat)  Stor^ 

The  night  was  stormy  and  cold.  The  signal  tower,  sus- 
pended as  it  was  in  the  air,  seemed  a  conspicuous  mark  for 
the  fury  of  the  storm  and  appeared  almost  to  rock  on  its 
steel  supports  whenever  a  severe  gust  struck  it.  Dick 
Russell,  who  had  charge  of  the  switches  during  the  night, 
stood  gazing  absent-mindedly  out  of  the  window,  at  the 
myriad  of  multi-colored  lights  which  glittered  in  every 
direction  over  the  yard. 

"  Dick !  "  at  the  sound  of  the  voice,  Dick  looked  around. 
The  telegraph  operator,  his  sole  companion,  was  writing 
busily,  his  flying  pen  keeping  time  with  the  rapid  ticking  of 
the  instrument.  When  he  had  finished  receiving,  he  swung 
around. 

"  Important  special  leaves  at  twelve  ten  tonight,"  he 
said.  "  We  have  orders  to  let  her  pass  the  twelve  fifteen 
express  on  the  siding."  Under  the  circumstances,  this  order 
was  rather  strange.      Between  this  city,  where  the  signal 

tower  was  located,  and  the  town  of  B  ,  there  was  but  a 

single  track  and  over  this  the  express  passed  nightly,  arriv- 
ing in  the  city  at  twelve  fifteen.    There  was  a  double  track, 

however,  extending  half  a  mile  toward  B  ;  and  it  was  on 

this  that  the  express  must  be  switched,  in  order  to  let  it  pass 
the  special. 

"  Well  that's  rather  queer,"  replied  Dick  meditatively, 
upon  hearing  the  operator's  information.  "  I  think  it's 
rather  risky  business,  sending  out  a  special  before  the  ex- 
press arrives.  I  wonder  they  don't  hold  it  until  the 
regular  gets  in."  '  But,"  he  added,  "  I  suppose  they  are  in 
some  big  hurry  or  they  wouldn't  do  it."  He  looked  at  his 
watch. 

"  Why,  it's  twelve  five  now !  and  about  time  the  switch 
was  fixed  for  the  passenger  !  He  approached  the  long  line 
of  shining  levers,  ranged  along  the  side  of  the  room,  which 
were  the  mediums  through  which  the  various  tracks  were 
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influenced.  Grasping  the  correct  one,  he  attempted  to  pull 
it  toward  him,  but  it  would  not  budge,  even  when  he  applied 
his  strength. 

"  The  switch  won't  work,"  he  said  calmly,  yet  paling  a 
little  as  he  faced  about,  "and  that  is  no  joke  either,  with  two 
trains  approaching  each  other  on  the  same  track."  The 
operator  seemed  too  confounded  to  utter  a  word  either  of 
amazement  or  advice,  but  Jim  was  thinking  busily. 

"  Something  must  have  fallen  in  the  frog  of  the  switch," 
he  said  hurriedly,  "which  prevents  it  from  working!  I'm 
going  to  run  down  the  track  and  try  to  fix  it.  You  stand 
here  by  this  lever,  and  when  you  feel  it  give,  pull  it  toward 
you  as  quick  as  you  can." 

Without  delaying  either  to  obtain  protection  from  the 
storm  or  for  a  lantern,  he  started  forth  on  his  flying  trip. 
But  a  few  moments  remained  before  the  express  would  reach 
the  switch  at  the  terminus  of  the  double  track.  It  was 
situated  far  down  the  yard  but  nevertheless,  under  normal 
conditions,  would  have  been  easy  to  reach  on  time.  At  such 
a  time  however,  and  on  such  a  night,  the  feat  was  difficult, 
even  dangerous.  Guided  by  the  twinkling  of  the  switch- 
lights,  he  stumbled  on,  falling  repeatedly  over  the  slippery 
rails  and  sleepers  coated  with  sleet. 

"Shall  I  get  there  on  time?"  he  thought,  as  he  heard 
the  faint  whistle  of  the  express  screech  out  its  warning  at 
the  crossing  far  down  the  roa.d,  and  immediately  the  whole 
danger  of  the  situation  flashed  upon  him.  He  must  get 
there  and  fix  that  switch.  If  he  did  not,  a  catastrophe  was 
inevitable,  hurrying  on,  he  feared  at  each  moment  that  he 
would  lose  his  way  amid  the  maze  of  tracks  and  thus 
lose  his  opportunity  to  save  the  train.  "  Ah!  here  it  is,"  he 
gasped ;  and  with  a  sigh  of  relief  he  realized  that  he  had 
reached  his  destination.  Flinging  himself  on  his  knees,  he 
ran  his  hand  carefully  under  the  frog  of  the  switch.  Sud- 
denly it  was  brought  to  a  stop ;  he  had  encountered  the 
obstacle. 
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"  A  bolt  !  "  he  muttered,  "  and  loose  !  "  He  glanced  up. 
The  express  was  rapidly  approaching,  and  being  late,  under 
full  speed.  The  huge  engine  was  tearing  along  with  count- 
less sparks  pouring  from  its  smoke-stack.    The  bolt  moved. 

"  I've  got  it,"  he  exclaimed  aloud  with  a  feeling  of 
exultation.  He  turned  it  around,  the  switch  was  free. 
Clang  !  like  the  ravenous  jaws  of  a  hungry  wolf,  the  steel 
rails  shot  into  place,  but  as  they  did  so,  bound  fast  the  hand 
of  their  liberator,  crushing  it  cruelly.  With  wonderful 
presence  of  mind,  he  sought  in  everyway  to  disengage  him- 
self, but  all  in  vain,  the  automatic  power  was  two  strong  to 
be  moved  by  human  hands.  The  awful  truth  of  the  situ- 
ation was  forced  upon  his  mind  and  cold  sweat  gathered  on 
his  forehead. 

Great  Heavens,"  he  muttered,  must  I  stay,  caught  like 
a  rat  in  a  trap  "and  let  the  train  run  over  me?"  There 
seemed  no  help  for  it.  The  express  was  less  than  fifty 
yards  distant  and  the  head  light,  gleaming  out  ahead, 
sought  to  pierce  the  thickness  of  the  night.  Seeming  like 
the  hideous  eye  of  some  demon  to  the  poor  unfortunate 
awaiting  his  doom. 

Will  the  engineer  see  him  ?  no,  it  is  too  late.  He 
could  not  stop  if  he  did.  The  monster  is  upon  him.  With 
a  sudden  spasmodic  effort  he  throws  himself  beside  the 
track,  the  right  arm  passing  over  the  rail. 

"  Better  an  arm  than  my  life,"  he  groaned,  as  he  felt  the 
flange  of  the  huge  drivers,  severing  him  forever  from  his 
right  arm. 

******* 

As  my  travelling  companion  was  leaving,  I  addressed 
the  conductor  who  at  that  moment  passed. 

"Who  is  that  gentlemen?"  I  asked.  "That  man?  oh, 
he  is  the  superintendent  of  the  road,"  he  replied. 


"3uan(ta." 

JT  was  mid-day.  The  sun  was  shining  brightly  with  an 
intensity  of  which  only  a  California  sun  is  capable ;  its 
heat  withering  the  green  grass  of  the  mesa  and  forcing  man 
and  beast  to  seek  shelter  from  its  merciless  rays.  The  palms 
and  great  cacti  seemed  to  be  the  only  form  of  life  which 
could  endure  the  heat.  They  rose  here  and  there,  throwing 
shadows  of  mercy  to  the  traveler.  In  the  shade  of  one  of 
these,  were  two  figures  —  mounted  men,  whose  steeds  stood 
nibbling  the  short  grass  as  the  riders  were  talking.  They 
were  speaking  earnestly,  often  pointing  in  a  certain  direction, 
and  gesticulating.  They  seemed  to  be  discussing  something 
of  the  greatest  interest  to  both. 

One  of  the  riders  was  dressed  in  the  sombre  garb  of  a 
priest  ;  the  other,  a  broad,  athletic  looking  Indian,  in  a  curious 
mixture  of  civilian  and  Indian  clothes.  The  Indian  seemed 
the  better  listener,  and  by  his  bending  to  catch  each  word 
that  fell  from  the  father's  lips,  it  would  seem  that  the  matter 
of  discussion  was  of  great  importance  to  him.  The  father 
spoke  deliberately,  surveying  his  listener  with  looks  of 
mingled  love  and  pity. 

"  I  will  do  my  best,  Manan,  and  may  Heaven  help  you, 
for  you  are  a  true  believer.  But  he  is  not  sincere  and  he  is 
not  a  Christian,  my  boy.  Do  not  build  hopes  too  high. 
Her  love  is  due  first  to  her  father,  then  to  you,  and  so  is 
her  obedience.  Come  what  may,  will  you  help  me  in  the 
building  up  of  the  true  faith  and  the  Mother  Church  ? " 

The  reply  was  eager  and  spoken  with  much  feeling. 
"  Oh,  Father  Gabriel,  indeed  will  I  always  labor  for  you  and 
the  church,  but  my  hope  is  for  her  as  my  helper  and  friend. 
So  let  us  press  on,  and  learn  how  our  prayers  are  to  be 
answered." 

They  turned  their  horses'  heads  in  the  direction  they 
had  been  pointing  so  frequently  while  under  the  palms  and 
rode  quietly  side  by  side,  until  they  reached  a  valley  in 
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which  nestled  an  Indian  village  of  adobe  dwellings.  The 
sleepy  residents,  lying  or  smoking  in  the  shade,  watched 
their  approach  with  little  show  of  interest.  They  rode  up  the 
only  street  to  the  largest  and  best  looking  of  the  thatched 
buildings.  Here  they  dismounted,  but  had  scarcely  done  so, 
when  they  perceived  the  chief,  an  old,  white  haired  man, 
with  skin  blacker  than  either  Manan's  or  the  Spanish  priest's, 
coming  through  the  hole  which  served  as  a  doorway.  The 
young  man  seemed  embarrassed  and  made  little  reply  to  the 
greeting  of  the  older,  but  the  father  spoke  gently  and  pleas- 
antly. With  little  ceremony,  the  three  entered  the  building, 
leaving  the  horses  to  stray  at  will.  They  remained  for  an 
hour  or  more.  Then  they  reappeared,  the  young  man  first, 
followed  by  the  father,  while  the  old  chief  stood  in  the  door- 
way gesticulating  and  croaking  forth  words,  which,  from  his 
manner,  seemed  anything  but  benevolent. 

With  little  heed,  the  two  figures  of  priest  and  Indian 
were  soon  on  their  ponies  and  riding  swiftly  down  and  out 
across  the  open  mesa  by  the  same  route  by  which  they  had 
come.  They  said  little  to  each  other :  the  father  appeared 
to  feel  pleased  and  yet  somewhat  ashamed.  He  thought  of 
the  young  man  at  his  side  with  love  and  pity.  For  was  not 
Manan  more  to  him  than  all  else,  save  the  church  ?  Well 
did  the  father  remember,  how  months  before  at  the  Indian 
festival  at  Monte  Cruz,  he  had  noticed  the  young  and  hand- 
some brave,  always  the  quietest,  always  the  soberest  of  his 
people,  riding  with  an  Indian  maiden  in  whom  he  seemed 
utterly  engrossed.  Father  Gabriel  remembered  the  interest 
he  felt  spring  to  his  heart  and  the  feeling  that  here  were  to 
be  the  first  fruits  of  his  conversion.  He  remembered  how 
he  followed  them  home,  how  he  had  labored  and  waited  and 
finally  converted  them.  The  only  cloud  on  the  horizon  had 
been  their  growing  love,  which  made  impossible  the  desire 
of  the  father  that  Manan  should  be  the  first  native  priest. 
But  now,  even  at  the  moment  when  this  hope  seemed  possi- 
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ble  by  the  obstinate  refusal  of  the  old  chief  to  take  a  Christ- 
ian for  a  son-in-law,  the  father  could  not  but  feel  sorrowful 
at  his  friend's  misfortune.  That  the  loss  of  hope  was  in- 
deed a  sorrow  could  be  seen  by  a  glance  at  the  young  man's 
face,  working  convulsively  as  he  tried  to  conceal  his  feelings. 

So  these  two  rode  on  in  silence  until  they  approached 
the  group  of  palms,  which  had  been  the  morning's  rest- 
ing-place. As  they  came  near,  both  saw  that  a  traveler  was 
there,  and  both  saw  that  it  was  Juanita,  the  Indian  maiden. 
Instantly  the  Father  wheeled  his  pony  and  passed  on,  leaving 
Manan  under  the  palms.  He  rode  a  considerable  distance 
without  looking  back,  then  turned,  and  saw  that  the  two, 
kneeling  under  the  palm  trees  facing  each  other  and 
with  hands  clasped  above  them,  were  evidently  praying.  The 
sight  filled  the  father's  eyes  with  tears.  He  rode  on,  and 
saying  to  himself,  "  It  is  not  the  Father's  will,  Manan.  Oh, 
why  will  you  not  understand?"  Similar  reflections  were 
interrupted  by  the  young  Indian  who  rode  up  beside  the 
father  and  continued  with  him  along  the  road. 

Scarcely  exchanging  a  word,  they  rode  all  that  night, 
and  in  the  morning  came  in  sight  of  the  convent  walls,  where 
for  two  years  thereafter  Manan  lived  with  the  priest  a  quiet 
and  sorrowful  life.  After  many  months,  word  came  that 
Juanita  was  dead,  and  then  only  did  the  young  Indian 
yield  to  the  father's  entreaties  and  take  the  vows  of 
priesthood.  He  took  them  gladly  then,  for  hopeless  of  any 
other  happiness,  now  that  his  loved  one  was  dead,  he 
thought  the  black  robe  a  fitting  covering  for  his  broken  heart. 

The  same  messenger  who  had  brought  the  news  of 
the  death  of  Juanita,  told  also  how  the  tribe  had  left  their 
former  homes  and  gone  several  miles  away  ;  and  that  the 
village  was  now  occupied  by  a  more  progressive  and  gentler 
people.  It  was  hither  Father  Gabriel  determined  to  go  with 
the  newly  made  priest  and  attempt  a  revival. 

Little  did  either  suspect  that  the  messenger  had  told 
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only  part  of  the  truth  ;  little  did  either  suspect  that  Juanita 
was  still  alive  and  that  the  message  had  been  sent  by  the 
father  to  remove  the  possibility  of  his  daughter  being  carried 
away.  Many  troubles  had  come  on  the  old  chief :  his 
daughter  had  refused  to  be  a  wife  to  any  man  except  Manan  ; 
the  crops  had  failed  and  farmers  had  driven  them  from 
home ;  and  the  fear  of  losing  his  daughter  to  the  hated 
Christians  had  kept  haunting  him.  So  he  had  determined 
to  stop  this  last  fear  by  sending  the  message  to  Manan  and 
by  telling  his  daughter  that  Manan  was  dead.  But  the  effort 
was  not  what  he  anticipated,  for  Juanita  still  refused  to 
marry.  But  the  greatest  trouble  were  the  deaths  of  several 
children.  From  the  evil  influence  of  their  neighbors  in  the 
old  village  his  people  said.  It  was  determined  to  wipe  out 
all  the  dwellers  there  and  seize  the  ripe  crops.  Juanita 
heard  the  plans  and  in  her  Christian  faith  saw  the  sin  of 
such  a  deed.  So,  on  the  night  the  warriors  set  forth,  she 
rode  by  a  different  route  straight  to  the  village,  only  to  find 
the  thatches  in  flames  and  her  father's  braves  killing  the 
inhabitants.  Her  gentle  heart  went  out  to  them  in  their 
trouble.  She  was  riding  right  into  the  scene  of  horror, 
when  suddenly  she  felt  a  sharp  pain,  and  the  blood  flowing 
from  her  side  showed  that  she  was  wounded.  At  the  same 
moment,  she  saw  a  few  feet  away  a  priest,  on  whose  face 
blood  was  flowing  and  who  was  staggering  blindly  about. 
Without  a  word  she  helped  him  to  the  back  of  the  horse, 
although  nearly  half  dead  from  loss  of  blood.  The  pain 
was  terrible,  but  with  a  cry  she  started  her  horse,  giving 
him  his  head.  She  did  not  know  how  far  she  had 
ridden  in  the  moonlight  when  she  fell  to  the  ground  with 
her  silent  fellow  traveller.  Almost  gone,  she  leaned  over 
him  in  the  shadow  of  the  palm  trees  and  heard  her  name, 
"  Juanita,  Juanita,"  from  the  dying  man's  lips. 

****** 
It  was  early  morning  when  the  old  Father  Gabriel, 
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escaped  from  the  murder  and  fire,  was  wandering  on  the 
mesa  alone.  He  came  to  the  same  group  of  palms  that  had 
been  such  fruit  to  him  before  and,  there,  on  the  turf  where 
long  ago  he  had  seen  them  pray  together,  lay  Manan  and 
Juanita,  dead,  but  happy. 

"  It  is  God's  will,  so  let  it  be,"  he  muttered. 

G.  E.  Merrill, 


Zbe  4tb  of  3ul?  in  tbe  Ibavana  Blockade* 


HILE  the  American  youngster  was  glorifying  in  all 


those  things  which  go  to  the  making  up  of  the  small 
boy's  July  4th,  his  older  brother  was  having  a  bit  of  the  real 
thing  and  testing  his  patriotism  in  Spanish  waters.  The 
young  brother's  enthusiasm  was  greater  than  ever,  for  he 
believed  every  torpedo  that  he  fired  against  the  sidewalk  to 
be  the  hurtling  shot  from  a  thirteen  inch  gun,  fired  at,  and 
striking  true  some  Spanish  Morro  with  the  yellow  and  red 
flag  flying  over  it ;  his  cap  pistol  was  no  less  to  him  than 
the  famous  havoc  working  six  pounder  destroying  some  ven- 
turesome torpedo  boat.  The  spirit  of  loyalty  of  the  lad 
was  just  as  pure  and  strong  as  that  of  the  older  youth  who 
fired  real  guns  and  fought  against  real  things.  The  one's 
enthusiasm  was  the  gift  inborn  of  Americans,  but  all  wild  and 
untrained,  the  other's  was  schooled  and  mastered,  with  the 
strength  of  his  arm  measured  with  it,  and  mingled  with  a 
deep,  earnest  reverence  for  his  country  ;  so  he  left  home  and 
won  the  satisfaction  of  duty  done,  which  is  worth  untold 
sacrifice,  and  is  glory  enough,  without  the  praise  of  men. 

For  the  love  of  their  country  the  naval  brigade  of  Mas- 
sachusetts volunteered  for  service  -on  the  U.  S.  S.  Prairie, 
an  auxiliary  cruiser  of  ten  six  inch  guns  and  six  six  pounders. 
July  found  us  steaming  for  the  blockading  fleet  off  Havana, 
and  on  the  morning  of  the  fourth  we  were  one  of  the  four- 
teen vessels  that  formed  a  half  circle  about  the  Cuban  port, 
watching  like  anxious  shepherd  dogs  for  the  signs  of  foe. 

The  morning  watch  washed  down  decks,  cleaned  paint 
and  brass  work,  and  then  ate  mess  at  seven-thirty.  At 
eight  the  forenoon  watch  came  on  deck  and  cleaned  the  gun 
work.  When  the  clear  notes  of  the  bugle  sounded  "  quarters," 
at  nine,  the  weather  was  fair,  but  away  off  on  our  starboard 
beam  were  the  gathering  signs  of  a  squall.    The  crew  went 


FOURTH  OF  JULY  IN  THE  HAVANA  BLOCKADE  51 


through  the  manual  of  arms,  trained  a  bit  on  the  big  guns, 
then  went  below  —  for  it  was  to  be  a  holiday.  Some 
wrote  letters,  some  read,  some  mended  clothes  with  the 
handy  things  in  the  ditty  bags  sent  to  us  by  the  thought- 
fulness  of  the  Newburyport  "  Daughters  of  the  Revolution," 
and  all  were  forgetting  the  stern  duties  of  war  time  when, 
startling  as  the  sharp  baying  of  a  hound  in  the  hush  of  mid- 
night, sounded  the  bugler's  call  to  "  general  quarters." 
Trained  to  absolute  promptness,  men  rushed  to  their  stations. 
Those  whose  place  was  on  the  spar  deck  ran  into  a  drench- 
ing rain.  While  all  hands  had  been  below  decks,  the  squall, 
which  had  shown  itself  on  the  horizon,  had  come  up  with  a 
rush  of  wind  and  a  deluge  of  rain  and  shut  out  all  objects 
from  view  as  completely  as  a  dense  fog.  Suddenly  a  huge 
hull  had  loomed  up  right  off  our  port  bow — friend  or  foe  — 
the  officer  of  the  deck  knew  not.  Men  at  their  guns  peered 
through  the  blinding  rain  and  wondered  and  waited  ;  won- 
dered whether  the  vessel  would  fire  and  waited  for  the  order 
to  crush  her  with  our  broadside  of  six  inch.  A  moment  of 
suspense  —  that  was  all  —  yet  in  a  moment  like  that  a  man 
lives  his  life  over  again  until  the  thrill  of  struggle  makes  him 
forget  all  else — then  the  retreat  sounded.  We  thought  of 
the  times  we  had  been  fooled  before  and  laughed  at  ourselves 
a  bit. 

No  further  incident  happened  during  the  day.  Evening 
came  with  a  clear  sky.  The  southern  sunset  shut  out  the 
face  of  the  land  quickly.  Gradually  the  dark  hulls  of  the 
warships  blended  with  the  gloom  of  the  night.  Then,  as  in 
defiance  of  us,  the  light  on  Morro  Castle  shone  out.  Look- 
outs paced  up  and  down  straining  their  eyes  for  the  glimmer 
of  a  strange  light  or  the  black  hull  of  an  unknown  vessel. 
It  was  anxious  work  peering  into  the  darkness,  searching  and 
searching  for  the  faintest  indication  of  an  enemy. 

Soon  after  seven  the  Captain  ordered  all  hands  not  on 
duty  on  the  quarter  deck  and  told  us  to  forget  for  a  while 
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the  stern  discipline  of  war  time  and  sing  to  our  hearts  con- 
tent. For  two  hours  we  stood  there  under  the  starlit  sky, 
with  the  lights  of  our  enemy  four  miles  away,  the  search 
light  of  Morro  flashing  out  towards  us  now  and  then,  singing 
the  songs  of  our  land  :  "  My  Country  'Tis  of  Thee,"  "  Home 
Sweet  Home,"  and  scores  of  other  grand  old  songs  and 
hymns — such  as  quicken  the  blood  in  one's  veins,  and,  while 
they  bring  a  strain  of  sadness,  make  a  man  feel  the  glory  of 
life  and  deepen  his  love  of  country. 

The  rush  of  a  running  man  by  us  made  us  stop  from 
our  songs  for  a  moment  and  listen  for  his  report  to  the 
officer  of  the  deck.  We  heard  it  and  looked  eagerly  into  the 
dark  off  our  starboard  beam  for  the  object  that  the  lookout 
reported.  Indistinct  in  the  general  darkness  we  could  see 
the  black  mass  of  a  vessel,  showing  no  light,  and  to  us,  who 
had  no  night  glasses,  full  of  mystery.  The  Captain  came  on 
deck,  looked,  and  passed  below  without  giving  any  order  — 
his  action  telling  us  that  all  was  well. 

Songs  died  away.  The  watch  below  turned  into  their 
hammocks  strung  up  on  the  quarter  gun  deck,  while  the 
watch  on  duty,  except  the  lookouts,  rolled  themselves  up  in 
blankets  and  lay  down  beside  their  guns  ready  for  an  instant 
spring. 

Then  came  the  morning  of  the  5th,  and  with  it  our  first 
engagement.  Gun  crews  were  cleaning  the  brass  work  on 
their  guns  in  readiness  for  morning  quarters  when  the  mast 
head  lookout  reported  a  vessel  running  toward  Havana,  close 
in  shore.  The  craft,  a  small  steamer,  was  going  at  a  terrific 
speed,  dashing  the  spray  clean  over  her  bow  as  she  tore  up 
the  water.  Four  clangs  of  the  speed  bell  started  us  going  at 
our  fastest  in  an  attempt  to  head  her  off.  Meanwhile  we 
got  our  six  pounders  ready  for  work  and  stood  near  our 
stations.  Once  again  we  were  mistaken,  for  the  little  steamer 
veered  toward  us  and  soon  showed  her  stars  and  stripes. 
When  within  a  hundred  yards  she  hailed  our  Captain  with 
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the  report  that  a  large  Spanish  steamer  had  tried  to  run  the 
blockade  the  night  before  but  was  seen,  cut  off,  and  chased 
by  two  of  the  smaller  vessels  of  our  fleet.  She  turned  west- 
ward to  make  Port  Mariel,  twenty-five  miles  away,  but  missed 
the  entrance  and  ran  aground  under  the  lee  of  some  strong 
shore  batteries.  Our  vessel,  being  the  senior  officer  ship  of 
the  fleet,  and  having  the  most  powerful  armament,  changed 
her  course  to  the  westward  and  headed  for  Mariel.  At  once 
we  signalled  for  the  "  Badger  "  to  follow,  and  speeded  off  at 
seventeen  knots  an  hour.  Then  came  the  order  we  had 
longed  for  —  "  Clear  ship  for  action."  Boats  were  lashed 
firmly  to  the  davits  and  strong  back,  as  a  preventive  against 
loss  should  the  falls  be  shot  away.  Everything  movable  on 
deck  was  thrown  below  to  be  out  of  the  way  and  obviate  fly- 
ing splinters  as  much  as  possible.  Hammocks  were  stowed 
about  the  engine  room  to  serve  as  additional  protection.  All 
things  to  be  used  in  an  engagement  were  looked  over  and 
put  in  perfect  order.  On  we  sped — rushing  by  mile  after 
mile  of  the  beautiful  Cuban  scenery.  The  stokers  were  do- 
ing their  level  best,  though  they,  poor  fellows,  could  see 
nothing  of  outside  happenings. 

Finally  the  tops  of  the  vessel's  masts  appeared.  Then 
we  sighted  her  hull  and  could  see  plainly  her  strong  lines. 
There  she  lay,  driven  hard  on  to  the  sand,  a  prize  of  a  million 
dollars,  we  learned  when  we  found  her  out  to  be  the 
Alphonso  XIII.  The  shore  batteries  forbade  our  getting 
near  enough  to  attempt  to  haul  her  off,  but  we  could  not 
leave  her  for  Spanish  hands  to  strip. 

Men  stood  at  their  guns  stripped  to  the  waist,  an  eager 
look  on  their  faces,  knowing  the  danger  before  them  but 
anxious  to  prove  their  mettle  and  fight  for  the  flag. 

At  sixty-five  hundred  yards  we  began  fire  with  our  port 
battery  of  six  inch.  Three  rounds  in  rapid  succession  were 
fired,  and  three  hundred  pounds  of  steel  went  shrieking 
toward  their  mark.  A  column  of  water  rose  fifty  feet  into 
the  air  where  the  first  shot  struck,  not  a  dozen  yards  from 
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the  Alphonso,  and  then  the  big  weapon  ploughed  through 
her  just  above  the  water  line.  The  second  went  truer  still 
and  smashed  her  engines  amid  ships,  while  the  third  tore 
away  her  bow.  Then  out  from  the  harbor  shot  a  Spanish 
gunboat.  A  cloud  of  smoke,  an  echoing  boom,  and  we  knew 
that  coming  towards  us  was  a  missile  of  death,  if  it  struck 
us.  We  watched,  for  what  seemed  minutes,  then  a  splash 
off  our  quarter  like  the  splash  of  our  own  first  shot,  and  the 
thing  went  by  like  a  skipping  stone  and  lost  its  strength  in 
a  cloud  of  spray  a  mile  off  to  the  windward.  Nos.  i  and  3 
answered  back,  and  5,  7,  and  9  tore  up  again  the  stranded 
ship.  The  shot  from  No.  1  went  wild,  but  No.  3's  raised 
havoc  on  the  gunboat's  upper  deck.  Another  flash  and  the 
mounting  smoke  —  this  time  like  the  hiss  of  an  angry  ser- 
pent the  Spanish  steel  flew  by  overhead.  Hot  on  the  chase 
of  it  came  a  third,  striking  far  short,  but  sending  the  spray 
of  its  splash  into  the  gunners'  faces  of  No.  1.  Quick  and 
stern  rang  the  order  from  the  bridge  to  sink  her.  No.  1 
was  ready  ■ — the  chief  gunner  wiped  the  spray  from  his  face, 
and  sent  a  shot  that  struck  the  water  line  amid  ships,  laying 
her  low  at  the  harbor  mouth.  Her  boats  shoved  off  with  her 
crew  of  Spanish  seamen  and  somehow,  deep  down  in  our 
hearts,  we  were  glad  they  got  away.  During  this  time  a 
flight  of  projectiles  rained  down  hard  upon  the  Alphonso. 
Flames  shot  up  into  the  air  and  huge  volumes  of  smoke 
arose  showing  that  her  cargo  was  afire.  Finally,  as  a  climax 
to  the  morning,  one  of  our  shots  bored  into  her  powder 
magazine  and  the  whole  inside  of  the  big  ship  seemed  to 
spring  into  the  air  like  the  discharge  of  a  mighty  volcano? 
and  flashes  of  fire  played  like  lightning  a  hundred  feet  up 
from  her  deck  —  mountains  of  smoke  followed  as  the  echoes 
of  the  explosion  died  away. 

A  shattered  gunboat,  a  torn  and  useless  merchant 
steamer  with  a  million's  worth  of  supplies  burnt,  was  the 
hour's  work  of  the  Prairie  and  of  American  workmanship  at 
a  range  of  four  miles.  Wm.  J.  Colby. 


forgiven. 


'Twas  on  a  brisk  October  day, 

The  skies  and  water,  both,  were  gray  ; 

Babette  abruptly  turned  away ; 

Our  guns  beside  us  rested  — 
The  rabbits  peeping  'tween  the  trees, 
Had  ne'er  seen  huntsmen  such  as  these, 
While,  heavily,  against  the  breeze 

The  geese  flew  unmolested. 

The  saucy  quail  had  made  a  boast 
They  never  should  be  served  on  toast  — 
(Alas,  the  dish  we  loved  the  most ! ) 

And  now,  the  time  beguiling, 
She  waited  for  my  heart  to  break  — 
I  smoked  in  silence  —  neither  spake, 
Until,  reflected  in  the  lake, 

I  saw  Babette  —  all  smiling.  —  Yale  Record. 

Latin  student  (?)  comes  to  class, 

Trusting  in  his  "pony," 
Reads  translations  from  the  book, 

Then  hands  it  to  his  crony. 
Latin  student,  you're  unwise  ; 

Teacher's  head  is  clear,  oh  ! 
And  you'll  find  to  your  surprise 

That  you've  been  marked  zero. 
Student  fore  end  take  my  advice, 

Learn  the  task  verbatim  ; 
Though  at  first  'tis  not  so  nice, 

You'll  get  there,  sure,  gradatim. — Ex. 


fHMrage, 


A  MYSTERY  OF  THE  SEA. 

One  travelling  through  certain  districts  of  the  country  sees 
many  abandoned  farms.  The  story  told  by  them  is  one  of  work, 
too  hard  and  bitter  to  endure,  of  misfortune,  of  desire  for  city  life 
perhaps,  or  of  the  rolling  stone  nature  of  past  owners. 

Rarely  does  the  voyager  of  the  sea  meet  with  an  abondoned 
ship  and  when  he  does  he  can  know  that  it  holds  the  story  of  a 
shipwreck,  of  fire,  perhaps  mutiny,  but  always  the  story  of  terrible 
disaster. 

This  is  a  yarn  of  a  deserted  ship  spun  to  me  by  an  old  sailor. 
It  is  not  a  sailor's  myth,  but  a  mystery  of  the  sea  —  wierd  and 
strange. 

Sometime  in  the  early  seventies  the  Jefferson  Borden  sailed 
from  the  States  for  a  port  in  the  Mediterreanean  Sea.  No  report 
came  from  her  until  the  one  that  startled  everyone. 

A  vessel  homeward  bound  had  sighted  her,  and,  according  to 
sea  courtesy,  had  sent  up  her  ensign  and  name  signals.  No  return 
flags  were  hoisted,  no  one  could  be  seen  about  her  decks.  Her 
helm  was  even  left  to  whirl  about  at  will  and  the  wake  of  the  ship 
like  the  wriggles  of  a  serpent  as  she  swung  first  to  port  and  then 
to  starboard  of  a  light  running  wind.  When  a  half  mile  from  her, 
the  vessel  hove  to,  and  the  captain  ordered  a  boat  away  to  board 
her.  The  men  in  the  boat  expected  that  surely  the  disturbance 
of  coming  alongside  in  a  choppy  sea  would  bring  some  one  on 
deck,  but  no  one  met  them  at  the  gangway.  The  creaking  of 
yards  and  slow  flapping  of  sails  were  the  only  noises  they  heard. 

Confident  of  finding  some  one  below  decks,  they  started  for 
the  companion  way  that  led  into  the  forward  cabin.  At  the  foot 
of  the  steps  was  the  eating  table,  spread  for  breakfast,  but  the 
meal  was  only  partly  eaten,  napkins  were  tossed  about,  stools 
were  tipped  over,  everything  gave  evidence  of  hurry  and  a  mad 
rush  for  deck.  As  a  blood  hound  quickens  his  pace  when  the 
scent  of  the  chase  is  near,  the  men  in  the  cabin  moved  faster  as 
they  searched  here  and  there.  With  every  vain  look  excitement 
grew  keener.  Blood  tingled  in  their  veins.  Seized  by  as  wild  a 
spirit  as  had  sent  the  men  there  before  on  deck  they  rushed  up 
the  steps.    Some  going  forward  found  the  galley  fire  burning,  the 
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water  boiling  on  the  stove,  everything  bearing  marks  of  recent 
handling. 

Some  looked  into  the  forecastle  and  that  was  empty.  Eyes 
glanced  along  at  the  davits  but  the  boats  were  all  there.  They 
called  but  there  was  no  answering  voices.  Pale  and  trembling 
they  hurriedly  cast  a  searching  look  where  ever  a  man  might  be 
found,  but  to  no  purpose. 

Awe  struck,  terrified,  believing  in  their  superstitious  natures 
that  something  supernatural  had  happened,  they  jumped  into  their 
boat  and  pulled  with  the  strength  of  crazed  men  back  to  their 
own  ship. 

Fully  thirty  years  ago  did  this  happen.  Not  a  man  from  the 
crew  of  that  ship  has  ever  turned  up.  No  clew  to  the  weird 
mystery  has  ever  been  found.  No  shipwreck,  no  fire,  boats  left  at 
the  davits,  no  signs  of  blood  on  the  deck,  no  man  left  to  tell  the 
tragedy  of  the  sea. 

A  sailor's  yarn  that  told  in  the  dusk  of  New  Year's  Eve, 
seated  around  the  open  fire,  would  make  your  flesh  crawl  and  yet 
is  true, — as  many  a  sailor  will  tell  you.  W.  J.  Colby. 


Gbe  fIDontb, 

Oct.  18,  Andover  and  Harvard  Freshmen  played  a  scoreless 
game. 

Oct.  23,  Annual  Fall  Handicap  Track  Meet  and  Relay  Races 
held.    Class  Relay  Race  won  by  1901. 

Oct.  24,  F.  A.  Goodhue  elected  second  manager  of  the  foot- 
ball team. 

Oct.  25,  Andover  was  defeated  by  Boston  College.  Score, 
6-0.    Fall  Tennis  Tournament  won  by  Seabury,  '01. 

Nov.  1,  Andover  defeated  a  Yale  scrub  team  by  a  score  of 
34-0,  at  New  Haven. 

Nov.  2,  Seniors  entertained  by  Prof,  and  Mrs.  Forbes  at 
their  home  on  Porter  Street. 

Nov.  4,  Andover  played  a  tie  game  with  Harvard  Consol- 
idated, neither  side  scoring. 

Nov.  n,  Andover  beat  Exeter  in  an  excellent  game,  17  to  o. 


^tutorials* 

We  are  glad  that  this,  our  second  issue,  is  largely  made 
up  of  contributions  from  members  of  the  school  who  are  not 
members  of  the  Mirror  board.  The  work  submitted  to  the 
editors  this  month  from  the  school  has  been  good,  both  as 
to  quality  and  as  to  quantity.  We  are  sure,  however,  that 
there  is  much  literary  material  here  which  has  not  as  yet 
been  made  useful  to  the  school  body.  There  are  two 
reasons  why  many  fellows  of  good  ability  hesitate  to  write 
for  the  Mirror  :  lack  of  ambition  and  lack  of  confidence. 
To  those  who  think  that  it  is  not  worth  while  to  make  the 
Mirror  board,  it  needs  only  to  be  said  that. one  of  the 
means  of  attaining  prominence  in  college  is  by  literary 
work,  and  experience  in  the  preparatory  school  "  counts  " 
later  on,  in  this  department  of  the  academic  life,  as  well 
as  in  athletics.  Those  who  are  uncertain  of  their  own 
ability  will  never  have  a  better  chance  to  put  their  powers 
to  the  test. 

As  has  been  announced  in  the  "  Phillipian  "  two  men 
will  be  taken  on  the  Mirror  board  at  Christmas,  chosen 
from  those  who  have  done  the  best  work  for  the  magazine 
during  the  current  term.  Moreover,  the  permanent  chair- 
manship of  the  board  will  not  be  decided  until  that  time, 
when  the  position  will  be  open  to  the  new  members  as  well 
as  the  old.  Quality  will  have  far  more  weight  than  quantity 
in  determining  the  choice  of  the  new  men.  Later  in  the 
year  the  board  will  be  still  further  enlarged  in  case  other 
candidates  prove  their  fitness.  Middlers  are  especially  urged 
to  try,  as  the  Mirror  will  of  course  be  run  by  'oi  men  next 
year. 

The  event  of  the  Fall  term,  the  great  Exeter  game,  is 
over,  and  we  are  thoroughly  satisfied  with  the  result.  We 
are  not  only  satisfied  but  we  are  pleased  and  overjoyed  at 
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having  given  our  rival  such  a  decisive  defeat.  It  was  not  a 
common,  every-day  victory,  with  a  common  every-day  score, 
but  an  extraordinary  victory,  which  has  been  equalled  but 
six  times  during  our  series  with  Exeter.  Four  times  by 
ourselves  and  twice  by  Exeter,  an  equal  or  a  better  score 
has  been  made,  but  never  before  in  such  a  clean  and  thor- 
oughly manly  game  throughout.  From  start  to  finish 
fairness  prevailed  and  good  feeling  reigned,  so  that  at  the 
end  of  the  game  no  one  could  find  a  single  point  to  which  to 
take  exceptions.  In  the  " Exonian"  extra  an  account  of 
the  game  appeared  which  showed  an  admirable  spirit  and 
for  which  we  compliment  our  rivals.  If  such  spirit  on  both 
sides  continues  to  prevail,  the  two  schools  will  be  able  to 
boast  the  ideal  mutual  relation  of  a  friendly  and  generous 
rivalry.  Nothing  but  the  best  relations  will  be  between  the 
two  schools  and  naught  save  good  hearted  rivalry.  Such  we 
hope  and  trust  will  always  be  the  case. 

A  prize  of  five  dollars  is  offered  for  the  Christmas 
poster,  which  must  not  be  drawn  in  more  than  four  colors. 
These  posters  must  be  handed  in  by  the  first  of  November, 
when  judgment  will  be  passed  and  the  successful  one 
printed. 


Xeaves  from  IPbUUpa  1I\>$- 


Conducted  by  George  T.  Eaton,  P.  A.  '73. 

^  '50 — Dr.  William  Whitney  Godding,  Superintendent  of  the 
government  hospital  for  the  insane  at  Washington,  one  of  the  fore- 
most medical  experts  on  insanity,  died  in  Washington,  May  6, 
1899.  Dr.  Godding  was  born  at  Winchendon,  Mass.,  was  grad- 
uated at  Dartmouth  and  received  the  degree  of  M.  D.  from  Cas- 
tleton  Medical  College,  Vt,  in  1857. 

'54 — Prof.  Gilbert  O.  Fay  of  the  American  School  for  the 
Deaf  at  Hartford,  Conn.,  addressed  the  Connecticut  Historical 
Society  in  Hartford  on  "  The  Deaf  Mute." 

'63 — In  Number  XLI  of  the  English  News  will  be  found  a 
sketch  of  the  Life  of  Desmond  Fitz  Gerald,  President  of  the  Amer- 
ican Society  of  Civil  Engineers. 

'69 — Rev.  Franklin  S.  Hatch,  of  Monson,  Mass.,  was  re- 
elected president  of  the  Massachusetts  Christian  Endeavor  Socie- 
ties at  the  convention  held  in  Springfield. 

'72 — Franklin  Benner  is  in  the  Real  Estate  business  in 
Minneapolis,  Minn. 

'74 — Samuel  F.  Mellen,  M.  D.,  is  connected  with  the  Long 
Island  State  Hospital  at  Kings  Park,  N.  Y. 

'74 — Rev.  Rufus  B.  Tobey  is  president  of  "  The  Memorial 
Trust  "  which  has  just  moved  into  the  John  Hancock  Building, 
178  Devonshire  Street,  Boston. 

'79 — Rev.  David  P.  Hatch  has  accepted  his  call  to  the  South 
Congregational  Church  of  Lawrence. 

'83 — Sept.  29,  1899,  Miss  Alice  M.  Dunning,  of  Champlain, 
N.  Y.,  was  married  to  Dr.  Nelson  Cary  Haskell,  of  Amherst. 

'83— Henry  Rustin  has  been  appointed  chief  of  the  mechan- 
ical department  of  the  Pan  American  exposition  to  be  held  in 
Buffalo,  N.  Y.,  in  1901. 

'87 — The  marriage  of  Miss  Lilla  Anna  Abbott  of  Methuen  to 
Nathaniel  A.  Cutler,  principal  of  the  Norwood  High  School,  took 
place  Oct.  12,  1899. 
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'88 — Thurlow  Washburn  was  killed  by  a  snow  slide  near 
Telluride,  Col.,  Oct.  12,  1899. 

'89 — Albert  Wells  Pettibone  died  of  pneumonia  at  his  home 
in  LaCrosse,  Wis.,  Sept.  29,  1899.  He  was  connected  with  the 
Hannibal  Saw  Mill  Co.  Jan.  8,  1895,  he  was  married  to  Miss 
Jessie  C  Newell  of  Brooklyn,  N.  Y. 

'90 — Heiichiro  Maki,  who  in  Kioto  built  the  first  electric 
railroad  in  Japan,  has  recently  completed  an  electric  railway  in 
Corea  and  is  now  engaged  in  constructing  the  Hoshu  Railroad  in 
Japan. 

'92 — Frederick  H.  Ladd  of  Andover,  connected  with  the 
Lawre?ice  Telegram,  and  Miss  Sarah  E.  Jones  were  married  Octo- 
ber 19,  1899,  at  Westport,  Me. 

'93 — At  Orange,  N.  J.,  August  24,  1899,  occurred  the  mar- 
riage of  Henry  L.  de  Forest  and  Miss  Amy  B.  Brown. 

'93 — Knox  Maddox  has  entered  the  law  offices  of  Rodgers, 
Paterson  &  Slack,  San  Francisco,  Cal. 

'94 — Harry  M.  Dewey  is  with  the  Library  Bureau,  Boston. 

'95 — Miles  S.  Sherrill  has  been  appointed  assistant  in  analy- 
tical chemistry  at  the  Massachusetts  Institute  of  Technology. 


Hbbot  Xetter. 


Editors  of  the  Mirror  : 

You  have  asked  me  to  write  a  little  account  of  "  Fem.  Sem." 
doings  every  month  for  the  Mirror.  This,  I  fear,  will  be  a  rather 
difficult  task,  not  because  of  the  number  of  things  to  say,  but 
rather  from  the  lack  of  them.  The  life  at  Abbot  is  not  one  con- 
tinual whirl  of  social  pleasures  ;  there  are  no  dances  to  write 
about  and,  consequently,  no  gowns  to  describe  ;  there  are  no  foot- 
ball games  with  the  resulting  victories  and  defeats  to  chronicle  ; 
the  basket  ball  season  is  not  yet  in  full  swing ;  in  fact,  so  little 
worthy  of  mention  has  happened  since  school  opened  that  this 
month's  letter  must  needs  be  a  short  one. 

There  are  only  nineteen  girls  in  our  Senior  class.  This 
makes  it  nice  for  us  at  Senior  receptions  and  teas,  but  the  hundred 
or  more  Phillips  Seniors  have  our  sincere  sympathy.  By  the  way, 
what  a  fine  tea  Mrs.  Forbes  gave  !  She  deserves  the  thanks  of 
both  schools. 

We  girls  do  not  like  the  idea  of  your  having  a  Latin  play  at 
all.  I  am  sure  we  will  not  understand  a  word  that  is  said,  and 
with  all  respect  to  Professor  Forbes  who  gives  such  nice  teas,  I 
don't  believe  you  will  either. 

We  were  all  glad  of  the  great  victory  over  Exeter  and  were 
so  sorry  that  it  was  such  a  disagreeable  night  for  the  celebration. 
We  admired  your  spirit  in  celebrating  in  spite  of  the  rain  and 
appreciated  your  call  very  much,  realizing  that  the  company  made 
up  in  quality  what  it  lacked  in  quantity. 

No  more  until  next  month,  from 

Minerva* 

Andover,  Mass.,  November  14,  1899. 


Janice  Meredith,  by  Paul  Leicester  Ford.    Dodd,  Mead  &  Co. 
Price,  $1.50. 

No  one  who  has  read  "  The  Story  of  an  Untold  Love,"  and 
"  The  Hon.  Peter  Stirling,"  will  deny,  that  in  beauty  of  expression, 
in  graphicness  and  description,  and  in  ingeniousness  of  concep- 
tion, Mr.  Paul  Leicester  Ford  yields  precedence  to  no  other 
writer  of  fiction.  And  his  latest  book,  "Janice  Meredith,"  will  go 
far  to  bear  out  this  opinion.  It  is  a  novel  of  the  American  Revo- 
lution, the  scene  of  which  is  laid  in  New  York  and  New  Jersey. 
Through  the  plot  of  the  love  story  which  forms  its  basis  is  woven 
a  considerable  amount  of  excitement  and  adventure,  and  the  whole 
is  enhanced  by  a  spice  of  mystery.  Last,  and  perhaps  not  least, 
it  "  turns  out  well ;  "  all  the  obnoxious  characters  are  disposed 
of,  Phil  Hennion,  a  sort  of  supercargo  in  the  hero  and  heroine's 
matrimonial  boat  is  peaceably  put  out  of  the  way.  and  the  story 
ends  with  general  felicity  all  round. 

Dodd,  Mead  &  Co.  have  been  very  fortunate  in  getting  the 
book,  and  they  have  shown  a  full  sense  of  their  blessings  in  the 
get-up  which  they  have  given  it.  The  binding  is,  I  think,  the 
handsomest  thing  I  have  ever  seen.  The  front  cover  bears  a 
miniature  of  the  heroine,  the  designer  of  which  is  evidently  an 
artist  —  and  certainly  not  a  misogynist ! 

"A  Study  of  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning,"  by  Lilian  Whit- 
ing. Boston,  Little,  Brown  &  Co.,  $1.25. 
Since  so  genuine  a  revival  of  interest  exists  in  the  poetry  of 
Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning,  it  is  pleasant  to  read  such  a  graceful 
sketch  of  the  poetess  as  Lilian  Whiting's  historical  and  appre- 
ciative "  Study  of  Elizabeth  Barrett  Browning."  It  is  the  life 
story  of  a  patient  and  lovely  woman,  hopeful  and  happy  in  spite  of 
pain  and  misfortune,  and  it  is  clearly  written  by  one  who  appre- 
ciated all  her  beauty  of  character.  Miss  Whiting's  style  is  free 
and  easy,  and  admirably  adapted  to  her  subject.  c.  r. 

&  <* 

Literary  Criticism,  by  Profs.  Gayley  and  Scott.    Boston,  Ginn 
&  Co. 

"  Literary  Criticism,"  by  Professors  Gayley  and  Scott,  is 
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more  a  book  of  reference  than  a  text-book,  and  in  its  line  it  is  an 
excellently  prepared  and  conveniently  arranged  volume.  It  con- 
sists largely  in  references  to  famous  critics,  but  it  also  contains  a 
comparison  of  the  various  methods  of  criticism,  and  very  clear 
and  practical  definitions.  The  book  is  not  a  primer  of  criticism ; 
its  object  is  rather  to  resolve  and  clarify  ideas  latent  in  the  mind 
of  the  reader  of  average  intelligence,  and  give  them  tangible  form. 

c.  r. 

Mr.  Dooley  in  the  Hearts  of  His  Countrymen.  Small, 
Maynard,  &  Co,  Boston,  Mass.  Price,  $1.25 
Mr.  Dunne  excuses  the  presentation  of  his  new  collection  of 
sketches  "  on  the  ground  that,  if  he  did  not  publish  some  of  them, 
somebody  would,  and,  if  he  did  not  publish  the  others,  nobody 
would."  This  is  characteristic  and  unnecessary.  The  new  Mr. 
Dooley  needs  no  apologies.  In  the  deep-thinking,  brogue-speak- 
ing old  philosopher  behind  the  bar  the  brilliant  young  author  has 
given  us  a  creation  that  is  certainly  funny.  But  Mr.  Dooley's 
charm  lies  not  so  much  m  his  laugh-producing  qualities,  which 
must  appeal  to  any  healthy  minded  person  with  the  slightest  sense 
of  humor,  but  rather  in  his  ability  to  say  the  proper  thing  at  the 
proper  time,  and  in  his  own  irresistible  manner  to  put  into  words 
the  thoughts  of  his  reader.  A  Dooley  phrase,  once  heard,  stays 
with  the  hearer.  Popularity  is  not  the  proof  of  genius,  but  the  ex- 
tensive quotation  by  two  continents,  the  consistent  interest  of  five 
hundred  pages  of  the  sayings  of  one  character,  the  very  general 
praise  of  literary  critics,  all  these  things  point  to  a  lasting  praise. 

Of  the  present  sketches  it  is  sufficient  praise  to  say  that  they 
ably  sustain  the  reputation  of  the  first  volume.  In  our  opinion, 
the  one  on  Rudyard  Kipling  is  the  best  in  the  book.  Of  the 
others  —  but  the  Table  of  Contents  is  the  best  list  of  the  sketches 
deserving  special  mention.  Small,  Maynard,  &  Company  have 
done  the  work  ample  justice  in  their  field.  It  is  bound  in  blue 
cloth  and  is  typographically  pleasing.  The  name  of  the  author, 
Mr.  Finlay  Peter  Dunne,  appears  nowhere  in  the  book.  This  is 
decidedly  unusual  and  may  be  an  omission. 

There  is  no  denying  that  the  new  Mr.  Dooley  will  occupy  a 
large  place  in  the  Hearts  of  His  Countrymen.  c. 


BOOKS 
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"  Red  Rock,"  a  Chronicle  of  Reconstruction,  by  Thomas  Nelson 
Page.  Chas.  Scribner's  Sons.  Cloth.  Price,  $1.50. 
The  introduction  to  this  stirring  story  is  characteristic  of  the 
entire  work,  for  it  reminds  one  of  the  average  preface  —  it  is  so 
different.  The  characters  are  many,  but  each  one  individual  of 
strength  in  personality,  and  some  of  more  than  usual  strength  of 
character.  However  attractive  the  heroines  (spelt  with  an  "  s  ") 
are  made,  and  however  despicable  the  villians  (the  plural  is  due  to 
Mr.  Page),  the  character  most  to  be  admired  seems  that  of  Steve 
Allen.  But  the  gentlemanly  old  Doctor  Carey,  killing  himself  in 
compassion  for  his  enemy,  Tench,  is  the  most  heroic  of  all. 

The  stage  is  so  vast,  the  actors  so  many,  and  the  scenes  so 
unusual  and  interesting,  that  one  must  stop  naming  single  char- 
acters and  situations,  and  can  remark  only  on  the  thoroughly 
sound  truth  shown  by  it  all.  Our  conceptions  of  the  south  and  its 
people  are  found  false  in  the  light  of  such  a  statement  of  the  en- 
vironment before  and  after  the  rebellion,  of  the  Southern  people. 
After  reading  the  book  we  can  quote  from  the  preface  and  agree 
heartily  to  the  quotation,  "  If  they  shone  in  prosperity,  much  more 
they  shone  in  adversity  ;  if  they  bore  themselves  haughtily  in  their 
day  of  triumph,  they  have  borne  defeat  with  splendid  fortitude. 

-  -  -  -  Their  dignity  became  grandeur."  The  southerner 
owes  much  to  Mr.  Page  for  these  words  :  the  fair  minded  of  all 
classes  owe  him  much  more. 

The  Half-Back,  by  Ralph  H.  Barbour.     D.  Appleton  &  Co. 
Price,  $1.50. 

The  interesting  story  of  school  and  college  life  will  be  read 
with  interest  by  every  fellow  in  Andover,  Exeter,  and  all  our  pre- 
paratory schools.  Mr.  Barbour's  hero  begins  his  career  at  a  pre- 
paratory school  where  he  becomes  prominent  in  all  athletics  and 
distinguishes  himself  especially  as  a  good  football  player.  From 
preparatory  school  he  goes  to  college,  where  by  hard,  conscientious 
work  he  secures  a  position  on  the  'Varsity  team  and  distinguishes 
himself  in  a  great  championship  game,  which  is  sketched  in  a 
most  brilliant  and  striking  manner.  The  story  is  an  excellent  one 
through  and  through,  and  although  showing  the  good  derived  from 
athletics,  also  points  out  that  the  real  object  in  a. school  and  col- 
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lege  career  is  not  to  acquire  prominence  in  athletics  but  to  acquire 
knowledge  and  to  prepare  oneself  for  one's  life  work.  This  lesson 
the  author  makes  clear  to  the  reader  without  lessening  the  interest 
in  the  story.  E.  w.  b. 

(Rooks  Received ;  to  be  Reviewed  Next  Month.) 

"  Square  Pegs,"  by  Mrs.  A.  D.  T.  Whitney.  Boston ;  Hough- 
ton, Mifflin,  &  Co.,  $1.50. 

"  The  Poetic  and  Dramatic  Works  of  Alfred,  Lord 
Tennyson."  Household  Edition.  Boston ;  Houghton,  Mifflin,  & 
Co.,  $1.50. 

"Representative  Poems  of  Robert  Burns."  Boston; 
Ginn  &  Co.,  $0.75. 

"  Plish  and  Plum,"  by  Charles  T.  Brooks.  Little,  Brown,  & 
Co.,  Boston,  $1.00. 

"  Search-Light  Letters,"  by  Robert  Grant.  Chas.  Scrib- 
ner's  Sons,  $150. 

"  Principles  of  Public  Speaking,"  by  Guy  C.  Lee.  G.  P. 
Putnam's  Sons,  $1.75. 


H  ^banfteghnng  Song. 

1. 

With  pies  and  cakes  the  table  groans, 
The  geese  and  ducks  are  fair  to  see, 

Without  the  wild  wind  sighs  and  moans  ; 
Within  is  mirth  and  revelry. 

II. 

The  hearth-fire  blazes  warm  and  clear, 
With  merry  jest  the  room  resounds, 

And  we  are  filled  with  right  good  cheer, 
For  laughter  everywhere  abounds. 
III. 

Oh  pleasures  of  Thanksgiving  Day, 
How  swift  ye  fly,  how  quickly  gone  ! 

The  jests  and  laughter  pass  away, 
While  we  are  left  alone,  forlorn. 

Z.  P.  Peed. 
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BROOKS  BROTHERS,  ^ 

BROADWAY,  cor.  22d  Street,  NEW  YORK  CITY 


Makers  of  Fine  Cloth- 
ing for  Men,  Boys  and 
Children  for  over 
eighty  years  

Garments  for  every  oc- 
casion:— work  or  play 
— indoors  or  out  


A  catalogue  will  furnish  details  im- 
possible to  enumerate  here. 


M  Geo.  L.  Griffin  &  Son 


FURRIERS  &  HATTERS 


404  WASHINGTON  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


HftTJ  FURS 

Derby  and  Soft  Hats  in  all  the  Latest  Styles  and  Colors.  College 
Caps  and  Outing  Hats  of  every  description. 

Special  attention  given  to  Young  Men's  STYLISH  HEADGEAR. 

We  carry  a  select  and  exclusive  line  of  Ladies'  Hats,  both  Imported 
and  Domestic. 

Fine  Furs  for  Ladies  and  Gentlemen.  Custom  Work  and  Repairing 
a  special  feature  of  this  department.  We  carry  a  choice  line  of  Seal 
Skins  and  Sables. 


QEO.  L.  QRIFFIN  &-  50N 
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Dr.  3-  5-  Hictjarbs 

94  Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass. 

Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Dr.  <£.  VO.  Scott, 

Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass. 

Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Dr.  3ofyn  p.  Correij, 

Physician  and  Surgeon       .*♦       \\  Essex  Street. 

TELEPHONE  22-4.  Office  Hours:  Until  10;  3  to  5  p.  m.;  after  7  p.  m. 

JP.  A.  >92. 

Charles  <£.  abbott,  m.  D., 

Physician  and  Surgeon    ♦*.    70  Mam  St.,  Andover. 

Office  Hours  :  Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

<£bwaxt)  <L  (Eonrog,  a  2T1,  2TL  D., 

Office  and  Residence,         ♦*♦         36  Main  Street. 

Office  Hours  :  Until  10  a.  m.;  2  'till  4  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

fjenrg  £.  Clarke,  2H.  D., 

3  Punchard  Avenue      .\       Andover,  Mass. 

Office  Hours  :  Until  9.30  a.  m.;  1.30  to  3,  7  to  8  p.  m. 

albert  <E  fjulme, 
D.  m  D. 

<L  £}.  Gilbert,  m.  D.  S., 

DENTAL  ROOMS 

Bank  Building         /.         Andover,  Mass. 
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STEWART  &  BAUER  -a 

Manufacturers  of  the  "World-Renowned 

S.  S.  STEWART.... 


Banjos... 


and  the  Celebrated 

George  Bauer  Mandolins  and  Guitars 

THE  BEST  IN  THE  WORLD. 
$20,  $30,  $40,  $50,  $60,  $75,  $*00  and  Upward. 

OFFICE  AND  SALESROOMS: 

10(6  CHESTNUT  SL,      -     -      PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 

CARL  J.  HORNER 

ftbe  =  flbbotograpber 

*  #########  ########## 

11  WINTER  ST.,  -  BOSTON". 


Jpedil  Rite?  to  Students  of  Phillips  Aodover  Acideroy, 
(tayj  Work  a.  Specialty.      Elmtor  to  Studio. 


XII 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


LEWIS  T.  HARDY 
JOSEPH  F.  COLE 


HARDY  &  COLE 

— d  ^.DuiMers  and  Lumber  Dealers 

Box  Making,  Planing,  Sawing  and 

Matching  done  to  order.    Kindling  Wood  by  the  load. 

...P.  A.  Students  would  do  well  to  remember  that... 

Smith  &  Manning  ^«fS  Winter  Underwear 

Call  at  their  store  8  ESSEX  STREET,  and  see  for  yourselves. 

T.  J.  FARMER 
Fish  of  all  Kinds     •     Oysters,  Clams  and  Lobsters 

15  Barnard's  Court,  Andover 

TONY  BASO 
..Freg~B  Pro/it  ar2<S  GorcjW^orcer^/.. 

50  Main  Street      -      -  Andover. 

M.  T.  WALSH 
DEALER  IN  STOVES,  RANGES  AND  FURNACES. 

Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  Water  Heating.        Shop,  Essex  St.  Andover 

HENRY  P.  NOYES 

FURNITURE 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

EDWIN  C.  PIKE 
!jn....    Stoves,  Lamps,  Oil,  Tin  and  Glass  Ware. 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WARE,  CROCKERY,  ETC. 

PARK  ST.,  ANDOVER,  MASS. 


DEALER 


IF  YOU 

DESIRE 


Fire,  Life  or  Accident  Insurance 


CALL.  AT 


ROGER'S  Real  Estate  Agency,  ^n^Vreet? 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 
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ndouer  Press..,. 


nnters  to  ♦♦♦♦ 

bUUps  Hcademy 


FROST  &  ADAMS  CO., 

Importers  .\  37  Cornhill,  Boston,  Hass. 

Mathematical  Instruments 
Hrtfete'  Materials 

For  Crayon  and  Charcoal  Drawing,  Oil  and  Water  Color 
Painting.     Architects'  and  Engineers'  Supplies,  Etc. 
Picture  Framing  a  Specialty. 

DISCOUNT  TO  5TVJ&ENT5. 
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WILLOUGHBY  &  CO.,  ~Pboto<jrapber8~ 

181  ESSEX  STREET,  Cor.  Jackson,       DEVELOPING  &  PRINTING 
LAWRENCE.  AMATEUR  WORK. 


LA  FLEUR-DE-LIS, 

MAIN  STREET. 


W.  E.  STRATTON, 

Morrill  House  Annex, 

ANDOVER. 


O.  CHAPMAN.... 

...MAIN  STREET... 


HENRY  C.  KING  CO., 

106  SO.  BROADWAY, 
Telephone  33-2.  So.  Lawrence. 


J.  A.  SMART, 

BANK  BUILDING,  -  -  ANDOVER. 

Represents  Fire,  Life  and  Accident  Insurance. 
Best  Companies.     Lowest  Rates. 


CURRAN  &  JOYCE, 

433,  435,  437  Common  St., 
LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


H.  C.  TANNER, 

24  Main  Street, 

....HAVERHILL. 


Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions 

PICTURE  FRAMES,  BANNERS 

IN  ANDOVER  BLUE  AND  WHITE. 


TEACHER  OF 

Banjo,  Guitar  &  Mandolin 

INSTRUMENTS  FOR  SALE. 


DINING  ROOMS 

TOBACCO....  ....CIGARS 

...SOFT  DRINKS... 


Wholesale  and  Retail  Dealer  in 

Groceries  and  Provisions. 

WOOD.  COAL  AND  PREPAREO  WOOD. 
Plain  and  Fancy  Bakers.    Hay,  Straw  and  Grain- 


Hre  l^ou  flnsurefc  ? 

Is  your  House  Insured? 

Are  your  Furniture      Books  Insured  ? 


Ballardvale  -  Lithia  -  Water 


GINGER  ALE  &  SODA. 


Caterer 

For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events.  Everything 
used  is  of  first-class  quality,  and  the  Best 
of  Service  Guaranteed.  Prompt  Attention 
and  personal  supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 
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TELEPHONE  913-2  OXFORD. 


THOS.  ft.  BROOK  &  CO. 

 CHAMBERS  

4I0  WASHINGTON  ST.,    -     -    BOSTON,  MASS. 

Our  Import  tons  for  This  Season  Consist  of  a  Full  Line  of 

Overcoatings,  -  Suitings  -  aata  ■  trouserings 

Of  All  the  Leading  Makes.    An  early  Inspection  is  Respectfully  Solicited. 


WE  MAKE  A  SPECIALTY  OF 

*  *  full  Silk  Xineo  ©rees  Suit 
for  $50.00 


an<l  Gua.ra.ptee  a  Perfect  Fit- 


DON'T  GO  TO  THE. 


motman-  3f> 

Photographic  Company 

UNLESS  YOU  WANT  THE  BEST  AND 

<Mt  MOST  ARTISTIC  PICTURES  ^ 


FINE  PLATINUM  CABINETS  at  only  a 

slight  advance  over  Cost  of  Cheap  Class  Pictures, 

 SATISFACTION  GUARANTEED  


  (  3  Park  Street  and  384  Boylston  Street,  Boston 

STUDIOS...^  4         \  i  4 

(Also  \ 286  Massachusetts  Avenue,  Cambridge 
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H.  M.  LEVINE 
bailor 

*        ROOM  20  JEWELER'S  BUILDING, 
373  WASHINGTON  ST.,  COR.  BROMFIELD  ST, 

BOSTON. 

For  Sale   -..To  Rent 


=  pianos  * 


Uiolins,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings, 


sc. 


r\VC*n     ©      /^i^  33T   ESSEX  STREET, 

Ul  UK    C(    IUM  LAWRENCE. 

'*.?«  "if.*  ^!fff  'if,*  ^f .»  -*,j>  --if.*  -',#»•  -^f        'if,*-  -^f.*-  'tty      -^#!*  -^t*       -*,|»-      -'■I,*       if.*  'if!* 

§  Boston  and  Maine  Railroad  f 

^fe  The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England.  ^ 

I  1 

0        LOWEST  RATES  TO  ALL   POINTS  $ 

t  WeSt,  Northwest  &  SoatfWsi  I 


Fast  Trains  With  Through  Sleeping  Cars  Between 

!|  BOSTON  !| 

ana  Itlontreal,  Ottawa,  Corottto   % 

|£   gfticago,  St.  Paul  ana  Minneapolis 

•ft         Only  One  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST. 

J  D.  J.  FLANDERS,  J 

General  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent.  ^J|jj£ 

it  .»#>.  WAi.  .W$W.  V6>  .WAV.  ..fir.  >fir.  ,,|ir.  .Wfr.  Wfi,,  Jfa. 
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M.  STEIN  ERT  &  SONS  CO., 


290  ESSEX  ST.,      -Pilgrim  Building. 


LAWRENCE 


Pi 


ianos„ 


The  old,  reliable  Steinway  Agency — also  for  Hardman,  Gabler,  Emer- 
son, Standard,  Singer,  and  Cramer  Pianos.     Sheet  Music. 
Banjos,  Guitars,  Old  Violins.     All  Musical 
Merchandise. 

pianos  IRentefc  IFlew  for  tbe  Scbool  ]£ear 


'm  SOLICIT 


!fioC 


O  I  LlllLll  I   O    "    "  LAWRENCE. 


JAS.  WARD,  Jr.  ^  * 


pco&uces  tbe . 


finest  Catalogue  and  JMagazine  OTork 
Souvenirs  and  Novelties  a  Specialty 
Samples  and  estimates  Submitted 


COR.  FRdNKLIN  &r  NETHVIEN  5T5, 

LAWRENCE. 
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HENRY  GUILD  &  SON, 

<jt    Manufacturing  Jewelers  <m 

Fine  Workmanship  Guaranteed.  Fraternity  and  Glass  Pins 

433  WASHINGTON,  (cor.  Winter  St.),  BOSTON,  MASS. 

M.  KEEZER  Highest  Cash  Prices  Paid 

_  '  for  Cast=Off  Clothes. 

282  Tremont  Street,  ,  ,  „.,■*-- 

Leave  orders  at  Chap  s  or  Bemis'.    In  An- 
Boston,  M.aSS*      dover  every  Monday,  Wednesday  and  Friday. 


T.  F.  KERNON,  PROPRIETOR 

JEsser  Tfoouse  & 

445  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  HASS 


AMERICAN  AND 
EUROPEAN  PLAN, 


Militant  1b,  ©lover  &  Cc\,  ....^f^SffitS^.... 
IPbarmaceutical  Cbemists 

Manufacturers  of  297  ESSEX  STREET, 

FINE  PHARMACEUTICALS  LAWRENCE,  MASS 

Gbe  Bacon  $5.00  Sboee 

For  Young  Men  are  Guaranteed  Not  to  Crack. 
A  New  Pair  if  they  do. 

Frank  A.  McCluskey,  Sole  Afnad%fS„uaywrence  293  Essex  St. 
EVANS,  McEVOY  &  CO., 

BUILDERS'  HARDWARE  ...  41  WASHINGTON  STREET. 

CABINET  HARDWARE   &r  Cor.  FRIEND  ST., 

DRAPERY  HARDWARE  .... 

TOOLS,  CUTLERY    BOSTON 


AMERICAN   HAT  STORE,       Hats,  Caps,  Umbrellas, 
j     i    .  „  Gloves,  Etc. 

(Under  the  Amencan  House) 

62  HANOVER  STREET,  BOSTON.  DAN1E^t,faMI|aT  an'd  Fur  Repairing 
Popular  Prices,  $2.00,  $2.50,  $3.00.  a  Specialty. 


Zbc  jfranfcltn 


C.  M.  DICKEY,  Proprietor. 

LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


BANQUETS  AND  PRIVATE  SUPPERS  A  SPECIALTY. 

THOROUGHLY  RENOVATED. 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 

Doing  Business  at  the  Old  Stand.  IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor 

Depot  Carriages  meet  all  Boston  Trains,  and  cany  passengers  to  the  station  at  short 
notice.  First-class  Rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.  P.  A.  patronage  respect- 
fully solicited  and  satisfaction  guaranteed. 

"Long  Distance  Telephone  Connection  at  Mansion  House. 

W.  J.  BURNS, 
bailor  and  furnisher 

Agent  for  Imperial  Laundry  

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 

Dry  Goods  and  Groceries 

Special  Attention  Paid  to  Crockery. 

...ANDOVER  AND  NO.  ANDOVER. 

'Che  Hndover  Bookstore  ^ 

Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School 
Supplies.  Stationery  in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved, 
special  P.  A.  Paper.  See  our  Andover  Fountain  Pen. 
Price  reduced  to  $1.50.  Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals.  ........ 

ST.,  AWBOVeR. 
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6-  W-  ©HANDLER, 

Dealer  in  (o*I  ^nd  Wood.  Terrains:  ^nd  Jobbing 

Orders  left  and  bills  payable  at  -—At  5bort  ffotic* 

store  of  O.  P.  Chase 

G.  H.  VALPEY  E.  H.  VALPEY 

VALPEY  BROTHER?, 

Dealers  in  Meats,  Provisions,  Vegetables,  &c, 

No.  2  Main  St.,  Andover,  Mass. 

THOA\A5  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Confectionery 

Lunch  Room.  Main  Street,  Andover 

J-  P-  WAKEFIELD, 

Dealer  in  Meats,  Vegetables,  Etc. 

— Market  on  Main  Street. 

COAL      WOOD  STRAW  HAY 


Successor  to  7F>*WVi  I"      TP      f2  l£>n  CSViJ    Carter's  Block 

John  Cornell    JO  I  Wflfv     JJj •  Vtsll&U  ft/  Andover,  Mass. 

Coal  delivered  to  the  room.    Mill  Wood  for  Kindlings 

J?     T>      TT  J  fy        TA]  SI     T£nlft>WH      Confectionery,  Cigars, 
JO  •  JT»  J-LJL        UrJLll         JLPU  IVtyi  y  •  •      Tobacco.     Lunch  Room 

MUSGROVE  BUILDING,    -    ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 

FINEST  LINE  OF  CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

Also    Revolvers,  Cartridges,  Loaded  Shells,  Skates,  Polo  Sticks  and 

Balls  at  the 

ANDOVER    HARpWARE  STORE. 

H.  McLAWLIN,       -       MAIN  STREET. 

GEO.  PIDD1NGTON   -   -  FLORIST. 

73    SCHOOL  STREET 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violets      and  al1  Flowers 

ALL  KINDS  OF  DECORATIONS. 
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(Boob  3ut>gment 

Has  been  exercised  by  Phillips- Andover  in  selecting  their  school. 

Zhc  Same 

Should  apply  in  the  selection  of  their  photographer.  A  photographer  whose  only  idea  of 
competition  is  the  lowering  of  prices,  cheapens  the  quality  of  his  work  to  compete.  In 
other  words,  A  CHEAP  PHOTOGRAPHER  MAKES  CHEAP  PICTURES. 

TO  ADVERTISE,  we  can  handle  a  limited  amount  of  School  Work  at  a  Low  Price,  but  WE 
TAKE  TIME  TO  DO  IT  AS  WELL  AS  OUR  OTHER  WORK;  otherwise  it 
would  be  a  poor  advertisement.  STUDENTS  OF  PHILLIPS-ANDOVER  are  cor- 
dially invited  to  sit  at  our  studios  at  the  following  reduced  prices  : 

First  Dozen,  S3.00.  Additional  Dozens  at  $2.00.  Four  Dozen  (50)  Pictures  ordered  at  one  time, 
$8  00.  Eight  Dozen  (100)  Pictures  ordered  at  one  time,  $12.00.  With  each  lot  of  four 
dozen,  two  finished  proofs  allowed  With  each  lot  of  eight  dozen,  four  finished  proofs 
allowed.  Each  extra  position  finished  for  50c  each.  Ten  extra  pictures  given  free  with 
ever)'  order  for  50,  or  6  Elites.  Fifteen  extra  pictures  given  free  with  even'  order  for  100 
or  6  Elites. 


21  West  Street, 


Boston,  Mass. 


H.  C  HASKELL, 

...II  MAIDEN  LANE... 

...NEW  YORK,  N.  V. 
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HITCHCOCK 

(sxg  ®®®®®®&®®(s,  ®  ®® 


P.  A. 


1HE  AHDOVrR  STUDIO 

Main  Street, 

ANDOVER. 


T^v  *l  •  r>  J  I      We  aid  those  who  want  GOVERN- 

rnsiTinns  Spnirpn    ment  positions.  85,ooo 

1  V^OlLly'llO  <JV~^U.lV~VJ.i  places  under  Civil  Service  Rules. 
8000  Yearly  Appointments.  Prepares  by  mail  for  all  Government  examinations.  Fees  cash  or 
instalments.  A  thorough  and  scientific  course  in  all  departments.  Requires  spare  time  only. 
Salaries  twice  as  much  as  private  firms  for  the  same  kind  of  work-  The  hours  of  labor  are 
short,  duties  light,  positions  for  life.  Take  our  course  of  study  and  we  guarantee  that  you  will 
pass  the  Civil  Service  Examinations.  Write,  enclosing  stamp,  for  Catalogue  describing  course  to 

BUREAU  OF  CIVIL  SERVICE  INSTRUCTION,  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


Time  Saver 


Copy  Your  Notes  and 
Make  Your  Manu- 
scripts on  a   .    .    .  . 

IRew  franklin  {Typewriter.  £±4:  SSr^tSSSSffi 

Typewriter  made.  FIRST-CLASS  AT  A  REASONABLE  PRICE.  $75.00.  Typewriters 
rented,  $4.00  per  month.    For  Illustrated  Catalogue  and  Full  Particulars,  write  to  " 


(Tutter^Uower  Co., 


10  /BMlfe  St.,  Boston,  /H>ass. 


HODGKINS  &  HODGKINS 

tailors  and  €ngli$J)  Breecbes  makers 


27  SCHOOL  STREET,  CHAMBERS, 
....BOSTON.... 


me  Invite  tbe  Stu&ents  of  "ipbUUpa^  to  in- 

f  spect  our  Importations  for  the  coming 
season.  Immense  variety  of  Scotch 
Tweeds,  Homespuns,  and  Cheviot  Suit- 
ings, Fancy  Cashmere  and  Goods  for 
Waistcoats,  London  Trouserings,  Vicuna 
and  Worsted  Coatings,  Golf  and  Riding 
Goods,  Etc. 


■»  RE1D  &.  HUGHES  *• 

Books  &  Stationery  Department 


lEsser  St.,  Uawrence,    *    ©pp.  post  ©fftce 


fieadquarters  for  all  the  New  Boohs  published 
at  6reatly  Reduced  prices  


de  can  supply  you  with  any  Uext  Book 
wanted  at  Lowest  prices  


En^r^ved  Work 


PLATE  AND  50  CARDS,  98  CENTS. 


BICKNELL  BROS.'  CORNER. 


The  Fruit  of  Wisdom.... 

Wise  men  are  always  on  the  alert  for  an  opportunity 
to  exercise  their  wisdom  to  the  advantage  of  health, 
wealth  and  happiness.  A  lively  demonstration  of  this 
fact  is  shawn  by  the  many  who  have  heeded  the  advice 
of  Bicknell  Bros,  in  making  early  purchases  in  fall  and 
winter  wearing  apparel.  More  evidence  is  shown  by  in- 
creased sales  of  better  goods.  On  this  9th  day  of 
November  one  man  bought  at  Bicknell  Bros.,  goods 
amounting  to  $83.75,  among  which  were  a  $25  suit,  a  $25 
overcoat  and  a  $10  umbrella.  Such  purchases  are  most 
enjoyable  indications  of  increased  prosperity.  It  is  the 
common  talk  of  the  town  that  Bicknell  Bros.'  show  win- 
dows present  the  finest  display  of  fine  garments  in  Law- 
rence. Men  and  women  who  walk  on  Essex  Street  are 
charmed  by  the  tailor's  art  herein  displayed. 

Bicknell  Bros., 

Manufacturing  Clothiers  &  Outfitters, 
LAWRENCE,  t\A5% 

NEWMAN'S  ~~ 

Varsity  Shoes 

are  sold  only  by 

NEWMANj™ISHOEMAN 


1  REMONT  BUILDING,  TREMONT  ST., 
Harvard  Square,  Cambridge.  .....B0S"1 


PMp  AMW& 


THE  L  E.  C  LETCH  CP  CO., 

134  BOYLSTON  ST.,  BOSTON 


College  Ratters 

ant> 

Outfitters 


SHIRTS  TO  MEASURE 
REPRESENTED  AT  CHAP'S  WEEKLY 

c;EUrrsjT\E^i^.... 

...TREMONT  BUlLblNQ... 

...B05T0N,  fldSS. 

T.  t  flOSELEY  6  CO., 

145  TREMONT  ST.,  BETWEEN 
TEMPLE  PLACE  &  WEST  ST., 

BOSTON. 

t?<  Boots  &  Sboee 

R6HS0NHBL6  PRIGGS  FROM  $3.50  TO  $7.50. 


10    P.C.    DISCOUNT   TO    HNDOWER  STUDENTS. 


HE  %M  %H 

Phillips  Andover 
Mirror 

EDITORIAL  BOSRD  : 

MANAGING  EDITOR:  BUSINESS  MANAGER: 

Emerson  Woods  Baker,  'oo.  Fred  Lewis  Collins,  'oo. 

Charles  Tripp  Ryder,  'oi.      Roland  Jesse  Dodd,  '02. 

The  Magazine  is  conducted  by  the  Editors  in  connection 
with  a 

•••    CONTRIBUTING    BOHRD  ••• 

George  Edmund  Merrill         Henry  Longfellow  Wads  worth 
William  Johnson  Colby 

The  MIRROR  is  published  on  the  fifteenth  of  October,  November, 
December,  February,  March,  April  and  June  of  each  Academic 
year,  by  the  students  of  Phillips  Academy,  Andover,  Mass. 

The  Subscription  Price  is  $1.50  per  year,  or  25c  per  single  number, 
payable  in  advance. 

The  aim  of  the  Magazine  is  to  reflect  literary  Andover  as  it  is  and 
to  make  it  what  it  should  be.  Contributions  are  desired  from  any 
member  of  the  school.  Address  all  contributions  to  the  Editors, 
Phillips  Andover  Mirror,  and  all  business  communications  to 

Fred  Lewis  Collins,  Business  Manager. 

PHILLIPS  RCHDEMY, 

HND05ZER,  MRSSHCHUSETTS, 
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PHILLIPS  ACADEMY 

Cecil  F.  P.  Bancroft,  Ph.  D.,  LLD,  Principal. 

THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges, 
the  scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools. 
One  hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 
The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 
The  pupils  last  year  numbered  over  four  hundred,  less  than  one 
half  of  whom  were  from  New  England,  and  the  others  from  more  distant 
places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept.  21,  1899,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to  the 
accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amounts  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and  for 
copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 

Jones — In  some  way  or  other  actors  are  people  I  can't  look  up  to. 
Gallery  Deus — I  generally  look  down  upon  them  myself. —  Yale  Record. 

QEO.  P.  RAYMOND, 
Costume  Parlors 

17  BOYLSTON  PLACE,  BOSTON  MASS,  Telephone,  Oxford  145. 

Costumes  for  Masquerades,  Old  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 

The  Mansion  House  /.  ^ffi£* 

Open  tb«  Year  Roun«J  Enlarged  a.r><I  W*wly  Furnished. 

TERMS,  812.50  to  817.50  a  Week.  82.00  to  83.00  Per  Day. 

H.  F.  CHASE, 

pipe  /ttbletie  (Joods  BKTOL'HBP„,.S 

Photo  Supplies.         ...P.  O.  BLOCK,  ANDOVER. 

rTITl  A  PTT*F"D  C!  TTT  A  TTHPTTn  tTnion  Teachers'  Agencies  of  America, 
1  JjAwIlJjlW    VV  XilN  1£JU         Rev.  L.  D.  Bass,  D.D.,  Manager. 

Pittsburg,  Pa.,  Toronto,  Can.,  New  Orleans,  La.,  New  York,  N.  Y..  Washington,  D.  C, 
San  Francisco,  Cal.,  Chicago,  111.,  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  Denver,  Col.  There  are  thousands  of 
positions  to  be  filled.  We  had  over  8ooo  vacancies  during  the  past  season.  Unequaled 
facilities  for  placing  teachers  in  every  part  of  the  United  States  and  Canada.  More  vacancies 
than  teachers.  Address  all  Applications  to  WA&HINGTON,  D.  C. 


Kent  Hall  S> 


No.  233  York  St., 
New  Haven,  Conn, 


Students"  Modern  Apartment  House,  containing  forty  rooms,  fur- 
nished or  unfurnished.  Prices  from  $3.50  to  $5.00  per  week,  which  in- 
cludes personal  laundry,  excepting  shirts,  collars  and  cuffs. 

Leases  to  he  signed  by  parent  or  guardian.  The  lease  provides, 
that,  in  case  the  student  does  not  become,  or  should  cease  any  longer  to 
be  connected  with  Yale  University,  or  should  have  to  leave  the  city  by 
reason  of  sickness,  at  any  time  during  the  said  year,  then  he  may  vacate 
the  i-ooni  and  terminate  the  lease  on  paying  the  weekly  rent  up  to  the 
date  of  vacating  it.  Early  applicants  have,  of  course,  the  first  choice  of 
the  rooms. 


Address.  FRANK  PEHKIX.  Manager. 


fVD.  SHERMAN... 

lfrbotograpber 

<m    Central  Building,  Lawrence 

Late  with  "Dana"  Studios  of 

New  York  and  Brooklyn. 


Don't  travel  to  Boston  when  you  can  get  your 
Class  Pictures  done  in  first-class  style  at  Lawrence. 
We  guarantee  satisfaction  and  can  compete  with 
others  in  price. 


The  Famous  Sweet  Sounding 

S.  S.  Stewart  Banjos 

and  Marvelous  GEO.  BAUER 

\  Mandolins  and  Guitars 

\ 

are  used  by  leading  Professionals  all 
over  the  world. 

Prices  Range  from  $6  to  $150  Eaeh. 


MANUFACTORY  AT  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 

OFFICE  AND  SALESROOM  : 

1016  CHESTNUT  ST.,  j   gsSgL  !   PHILADELPHIA,  PA 
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W  r.  BRODIL... 


cuRot 


Formerly  with  Matthew  Rock  of  New  York  City,  and  Head 
^  Cutter  for  the  past  12  years  with  F.  L,.  Dunne  of  Boston. 

HAS  OPENED  CHAMBERS  AT 

363  Washington  Street,  Boston. 

(7Hca.r  BrorrtfieU  5treet.) 

Jfall  anfc  Winter  Stales  Hll  flu— Your  inspection  cor- 
dially invited.  Specialty  made  of  Suits  for  Riding, 
Shooting  and  Golf.  Personal  attention  given  to  every 
order.    Satisfaction  guaranteed. 


W.  P.  BRODIL 


363  Washington  Street, 
BOSTON. 


"ODD  THINGS" 

If  you  want  something  different  in 
College  Emblems  Class  Pins, 
Badges,  Flags,  Stationery, 
write  or  call  at  387  Washington 
St..  Boston. 
Special  Andover  Seal  Pins. 
Represented  by 
MR.  EBEN  F.  CHASE, 
L.  C.  4,  5. 

BENT  &  BUSH. 

Telephone  Boston  472. 
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THE  READY  TO  WRITE  INSTRUMENT  OF  TO-DAY  IS 

Waterman's  Ideal  Fountain  Pen 

An  indespensable  convenience  for  Statesmen,  Lawyers, 
Physicians,  Authors,  Reporters,  Business  Men,  Teachers 
and  Students.  Every  PEN  Warranted  to  Give  Satis- 
faction. Prices  according  to  value.  Catalogues  furnished. 

L.  E.  WATERMAN  CO., 

Largest  Fountain  Pen  Manufacturers  in  the  World, 

157  BROADWAY,  NEW  YORK 

Not  only  in  Young  Men's  Elegant  Made-up  Clothing,  but  in 
all  articles  appertaining  to  a  Complete  Outfit,  viz  :  HATS, 
FOOTWEAR,  UNDERWEAR,  LINEN,  NECKWEAR, 
HOSIERY,  CANES,  UMBRELLAS,  TRAVELING 
BAGS,  MACKINTOSHES  and  GLOVES. 

A.  SHUn/lN  6-  CO., 

SHUriAN  CORNER,       =  BOSTON. 

"  I  can  see  your  finish,"  remarked  the  electric  light. 

"  You  needn't  be  casting  any  reflections,"  replied  the  hardwood  floor. 

—  Yale  Record. 

William  1b,  ©lover  &  <Eo„ 

pbarmaceutical  Cbemtsts 

Manufacturers  of  297  ESSEX  STREET, 

FINE  PHARMACEUTICALS  LAWRENCE,  MASS 

®  #  JIND^EW      IftOyD  f  CO.  •  • 
^prescription  ©pticians,,, 

A^^i  Oilers  in;  pib®t®g irapl^k  !pyppile% 

Main  Store,  323-325  Washington  St.,  (opp.  Old  South  Church) 
Branch,  454  Boylston  Street,  cor.  Berkeley  St., 

.   BOSTON 
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Largest  Manufacturers  of 

CLOTHING 

in  the  World. 

io  p.c.  Discount  to  Students 


395  M  STREET. 


BOSTON. 


OMNIPRESENT. 
The  frisky  fly  will  soon  draw  nigh 

With  many  a  flit  and  flutter, 
His  wings  of  silk  we'll  find  in  milk, 

And  likewise  in  our  butter.-  Wrinkle 


HITCHCOCK 

®®®®®®®®(s>®®®®®® 

P.  A. 


1  MER  STUDIO 


Main  Street, 

ANDOVER, 


1 '  The  very  finest  goods 

AT 

The  very  lowest  prices" 


Fencing 

Foils 

the 

best 

at 

kovcIPs 


John  P.  Lovell 
Arms  Co. 

163-165  WASHINGTON  ST. 

(Between  Court  St.  &  Cornhill) 
BOSTON,  MASS. 

"Everything  in 

S farting  Goods" 
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Somebody 

"swiped  "  a  pair  of  $5.00  Red  Silk  Sox 
from  us  while  at  "  Chap's  "  on  Tuesday, 
November  28th.  If  the  party  to  whom 
they  "  stuck  "  has  got  through  warming 
his  hands  with  them  and  will  now  let  us 
wear  them  a  while,  we  will  be  greatly 
obliged.        .       .  .... 

-  CHASE  &  CO. 

990  Chapel  Street, 

NEW  HAVEN,  CT. 


CAUSE  AND  EFFECT.  ' 
Lecturer — The  acoustics  of  your  hall  are  very  bad,  sir. 
Proprietor — No!  sir.    They're  all  right.    It  was  the  soap  factory 
you  smelt. — Brooklyn  Life. 


JAMES  A.  HAWKCS, 


bailor  anb  importer 


418  W45MINQT0N  ST.,    ~    ~  BOSTON. 

SUITS,  $35.00  to  $40.00....         ....DRESS  SUITS,  $55-oo 
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S.  W.  HURLBURT 

\  074  Chapel  Street,  New 


Haven,  Conn. 
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Celebrated 

Latest  Designs  and  Colors 
of  the  Season. 

^      Collins  & 

Fairbanks  Co., 

...BOSTON 

<?orre<;t  Dressii)<£... 


We  invite  all  gentlemen  who  appreciate  the 
highest  class  of  tailoring,  and  are  willing  to 
pay  a  trifle  more  than  is  charged  for  ordinary 
work.  


f 


rank  Somers, 

merchant  Cailor..._ 

No.  5  PARK  ST.,    -  BOSTON 


Phillips  flndowr  mirror  «- 


IDoL  9  December,  1899  IRo,  3 


H  (Sratmate's  Beginning* 

BY  A  GRADUATE. 

HAD  just  taken  my  diploma  at  Andover,  where  I  had 
everything  in  the  line  of  honors,  school  offices,  and  so 
forth,  pretty  much  my  own  way.     I  carried  the  idea  that 
the  world  is  quite  easy  after  all  to  a  fairly  bright  man,  and 
I  believed  myself  fully  up  to  the  average  in  brightness. 

Laurie  Kirk  and  I  lingered  till  about  four  o'clock  in 
the  Boston  &  Maine  restaurant,  where  we  had  sat  down  for 
a  farewell  luncheon.  Then,  after  bidding  him  good-bye,  I 
sauntered  slowly  down  Haverhill  street  to  the  Fitchburg 
terminal,  and  there  I  purchased  a  ticket  to  my  home,  Drexel, 
in  western  New  York.  That  was  the  last  expense  I  had  to 
bear  in  the  cost  of  my  preparation  for  college,  and  as  I 
counted  my  few  remaining  dollars,  I  reflected  with  some 
satisfaction  how  I  had  earned  my  way  all  through  the  four 
years  at  Andover.  I  had  never  had  money  to  spare,  yet  I 
had  lived  comfortably,  kept  up  with  my  chums  in  appear- 
ance, and  now,  after  every  bill  was  paid,  I  had  some  money 
remaining.  It  was  only  six  dollars  and  a  half,  but  neverthe- 
less I  felt  proud  of  it. 

"  By  the  way,"  I  said,  as  the  idea  occurred  to  me  at  that 
moment,  "  that  train  leaves  at  six,  doesn't  it  ?" 
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"  No,  it  has  gone." 
"  What?" 

"  It  has  gone,"  the  ticket  agent  repeated,  "it  leaves  now 
at  three  o'clock.  New  time  table  went  into  effect  yester- 
day." 

"Why,  it  used  to  leave  at  six,"  I  said  helplessly.  It 
was  an  idiotic  remark,  and  the  ticket  agent  smiled.  I 
thought  a  minute. 

"  When  is  the  next  train  for  Drexel  ?"  I  inquired. 

"  Through  train  tomorrow  at  three  p.  m.  Let  me  see  ; 
you  can  connect  at  Albany,  if  you  take  the  seven  o'clock 
train  tomorrow  morning,  but,"  searching  over  some  lists, 
"  I  don't  know  how  it  will  be  at  Binghampton.  You  may 
have  to  wait  there." 

"  Can't  you  telegraph  and  find  out  ?" 

"  The  telegraph  office  is  just  below,"  said  he,  turning 
to  attend  to  another  traveller. 

I  didn't  telegraph.  I  decided  to  take  the  morning  train. 
If  I  had  to  wait,  I  could  do  so  in  Binghampton  as  well  as  in 
Boston.  My  trunk  had  not  yet  been  transferred  from  the 
B.  &  M.,  so  I  put  off  checking  it  till  morning,  and  walked  up 
to  the  Crawford  House,  where  I  registered  for  the  night. 
About  seven  o'clock  I  ate  dinner,  and  then  strolled  over  to 
the  Boston  Museum  to  see  a  new  play.  My  seat  cost  a 
dollar.  I  felt  a  license  to  indulge  in  a  little  extravagance 
after  four  years  of  hard  economy.  In  the  morning  I  asked 
at  the  hotel  for  my  bill  which  read  as  follows  : 


Dinner 
Room  . 
Breakfast 


$1.00 


i.oo 


oo 


Total,  #3.00 
I  had  two  dollars  and  a  half  left.    It  was  enough.  I 
should  be  home  next  morning  before  ten  anyway. 
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It  was  a  quarter  to  seven  when  I  paid  my  bill,  and, 
fearing  to  miss  the  train  if  I  walked,  I  took  a  cab  to  the 
station,  relieving  my  purse  of  another  fifty  cents.  Hurrying 
into  the  baggage  room,  I  beheld  my  trunk,  but  in  what  a 
condition  !  I  had  unwisely  packed  a  lot  of  books  in  it,  and 
their  weight  had  burst  the  bottom  loose.  It  could  go  no 
further  without  a  rope.  An  assistant  who  kept  ropes  for 
such  emergencies  tied  it  up  securely  for  me,  and  charged 
me  fifty  cents.  Then  my  trunk  was  weighed,  and  the 
baggage  master  demanded  $1.50  for  excess  of  baggage. 

"  I  can't  pay  that,"  I  cried,  "  I  won't  have  a  cent  left!" 

"  You  can't  take  your  trunk  without  it,"  he  replied  un- 
moved. 

"  Ship  it  by  freight,  express,  mail,  any  old  way,  I'll  pay 
the  charges  at  the  other  end." 

"  I  can't  express  it  or  freight  it  unless  you  crate  it." 

"  Well,  crate  it  then  ;  have  it  done  for  me,  and  send  it 
C.  O.  D.    I'll  pay  all  charges  at  the  destination." 

"  I  can't  do  it,  sir,  I  can  only  check  it.  You  will  have 
to  take  it  to  a  freight  or  express  office  and  attend  to  those 
things  yourself,  if  you  want  it  to  go  that  way.  Besides 
there's  only  three  minutes  left.  If  you  want  your  trunk  on 
this  train,  pay  me  one  dollar  and  fifty  cents  at  once.  If  not, 
I  shall  have  to  leave  it  here." 

He  was  inexorable.  I  paid  him  the  money,  received  a 
brass  check,  and  watched  my  trunk  until  it  was  on  board. 

As  the  train  started,  I  swung  myself  upon  the  car-steps  

penniless  ! 

"  I'm  starting  out  well,"  I  said  to  myself  as  I  took  a 
seat  in  the  rear  end  of  the  car. 

Things  went  well  enough  until  near  noon,  when  I  be- 
gan to  think  of  eating.  I  had  no  reason  for  being  hungry, 
because  I  had  eaten  a  very  hearty  dinner  the  night  before, 
and  a  very  hearty  breakfast  that  morning,  and  I  couldn't 
suffer,  if  I  didn't  see  food  again  in  twenty-four  hours.  True 
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enough,  if  I  didn't  see  it.  But  there  was  just  the  difficulty. 
I  was  sure  to  see  it.  The  train-boy  passed  along  occasion- 
ally with  fruits,  nuts,  and  bon-bons,  and  the  mere  knowledge 
that  I  couldn't  buy  those  things  gave  me  a  strong  desire  to 
do  so.  After  searching  several  times  through  my  empty 
pockets,  I  turned  my  back  upon  things  in  the  car  and  for 
the  rest  of  the  morning  looked  resolutely  out  of  the  window. 

At  Athol  or  North  Adams,  I  forget  which,  the  train 
stopped  for  lunch.    It  was  hard  to  sit  still  after  the  other 

passengers  began  to  go  out.    I  felt  lonesome  deserted. 

Two  or  three  people  took  lunches  out  of  satchels  or  boxes 
and  began  to  eat.  I  couldn't  stand  that,  so  I  got  out  and 
walked  along  the  platform,  looking  in  at  the  restaurant  win- 
dows. I  felt  carefully  through  my  pockets  again,  and  sud- 
denly it  struck  me  that  a  two-cent  stamp  and  three  postal 
cards  which  I  had  handled  over  several  times  were  negoti- 
able at  their  face  value  five  cents.    I  grinned,  hesitated) 

and    finally  walked  boldly    into   the   restaurant  and  

sneaked  around  to  the  back  end  of  the  lunch  counter.  A 
girl  presently  came  up  and  asked  me  if  I  were  waited  on. 
I  shook  my  head  and  she  stopped  expectantly  for  my  order. 

"  How  much  are  sandwiches?"  I  asked. 
Ten  cents,  ham  :  chicken,  twenty." 

I  looked  at  the  other  things  on  the  counter.  I  couldn't 
think  of  any  five-cent  edibles.  I  said  hesitatingly,  "  haven't 
you  any  — er  —  for  a  nickel?"  I  felt  my  face  burn  as  the 
girl  looked  at  me  with  a  pitying  smile.  She  was  evidently 
callous  in  her  sympathies. 

"  No,"  she  answered. 

"  There's  a  half-one  under  that  glass  jar." 

The  girl  looked  at  it,  took  it  out,  and  handed  it  toward 

me. 

"  Do  you  want  that  for  five  cents?" 

"Yes,"  I  replied,  "that  is,  if  you  will  take  these," 

and  with  a  desperate  effort  I  offered  her  the  stamp  and 
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cards.  My  face  was  hot,  and  I  saw  how  silly  I  was,  but  it 
was  too  late  to  back  out.  She  called  a  man  who  seemed  to 
superintend  things,  showed  him  the  postage,  said  something 
in  a  low  tone,  and  pointed  to  me.  He  smiled  and  nodded, 
and  I  took  my  half-sandwich  out,  threw  it  to  a  dog  that  was 
running  about  the  platlorm,  went  back  into  the  car,  slumped 
down  into  my  seat,  and  finally  fell  into  a  doze.  I  awoke  at 
Albany,  but  slept  again  after  changing  trains. 

Somewhere  along  the  Delaware  &  Hudson  —  I've  for- 
gotten the  name  of  the  place  —  we  stopped  for  supper.  I 
went  out  when  the  rest  did.  I  felt  that  I  should  be  noticed 
if  I  didn't.  I  walked  around  the  station.  Across  the  street 
I  saw  three  large  gilt  balls  over  a  doorway.  An  idea  that 
was  at  the  same  time  hopeful  and  repulsive  presented  itself. 
I  could  pawn  something  and  get  a  meal,  my  watch  was  a 
gift  from  my  mother,  and  I  could  not  part  with  that.  About 
the  only  article  I  could  spare  was  my  vest.  There  was  no 
one  in  sight,  so  I  took  off  my  vest  and  put  my  coat  back  on. 
It  was  a  cutaway,  and  a  three-cornered  intermission  of  white 
shirt-front  showed  between  coat  and  trousers.  I  took  off 
my  coat  again  to  put  my  vest  back  and  then  hesitated.  As 
I  stood  there,  coat  in  one  hand  and  vest  in  the  other,  I  heard 
a  titter.  In  the  doorway  of  the  ladies'  room  stood  two  girls. 
I  retreated  hastily  into  the  baggage  room  and  put  on  my 
garments.  As  I  went  out,  I  heard  the  man  in  charge  give 
a  grunt,  as  if  to  express  pity  for  my  lunacy. 

I  went  back  into  my  seat,  and  after  a  while  I  slept 
again.  The  rumble  of  a  train  always  lulls  me  to  sleep  when 
I  do  not  resist  it.    I  did  not  awake  until  I  heard  the  call, 

"  Binghampton  !    Binghampton  !     Everybody  change  !" 

I  started  up,  grabbed  my  bag,  and  hurried  to  the  ticket 
office. 

"Can  I  get  through  to  Drexel  tonight?"  I  inquired. 
"  Nothing  before  three  o'clock  in  the  morning.  Train 
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No.  3  on  the  Erie  leaves  at  that  time  and  arrives  in  Drexel 
at  9.27." 

My  hopes  fell.  It  was  nine  o'clock  then,  and  the  six 
hours  that  I  had  to  wait  were  placed  three  each  side  of  mid- 
night !  Of  course  a  hotel  was  out  of  the  question.  I  had 
nothing  to  do  but  loaf  about.  I  couldn't  even  lie  down  on 
the  benches  in  the  station,  because  they  were  all  divided  off 
with  iron  arms.  I  wasn't  sleepy  anyhow.  I  stood  in  the 
doorway  a  moment  thinking,  and  then  picking  up  my  bag,  I 
carried  it  into  the  baggage  room  and  left  it. 

"  Better  check  it,"  said  the  man  in  charge. 

"  How  much  ?  "  I  inquired. 

"Ten  cents,"  he  answered. 

"  I  guess  I'll  risk  it.    You  can  remember  me." 

He  growled  something  about  not  being  there  for  that 
purpose,  but  I  didn't  heed  him.  I  was  reckless  and  didn't 
care  if  it  was  stolen  though  I  didn't  tell  him  so,  for  I 
wouldn't  place  needless  temptation  in  anyone's  way.  I 
strolled  across  the  the  tracks  toward  a  brilliantly  lighted 
building  on  which,  as  I  approached,  I  read  the  sign, 

-ARLINGTON  HOTEL." 

"  By  jingo  !  "  I  cried,  for  I  remembered  that  the  father 
of  my  classmate  Harry  Morse  was  proprietor  of  the  Arling- 
ton in  Binghampton.  I  could  hunt  up  Harry  and  get  taken 
care  of  until  train  time.  I  asked  at  the  desk  for  Harry 
Morse. 

"Mr.  Morse  has  gone  to  Europe  with  his  family,"  said 
the  clerk  politely.  I  remembered  that  when  Morse  left  the 
class  in  May  he  said  that  he  was  going  to  sail  soon.  It  was 
disappointing. 

"  Would  you  like  a  room,  sir  ?  "  asked  the  clerk,  as 
I  lingered. 

"  N-o.    I  guess  not,  I  only  wanted  to — to  see  Harry." 
As  I  went  out  it  came  back   to  me  also  that  Clem 
Barney,  John  Buckley  and  Billy  Hall,  all  classmates  of  mine, 
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were  likewise  Bmghampton  boys.  I  went  back  and  looked 
in  a  directory.  Barney's  address  I  found  all  right.  There 
were  twelve  John  Buckleys  and  a  whole  column  of  William 
Halls.  I  concluded  to  try  Barney  and  let  the  others  go. 
Writing  down  his  street  and  number,  I  asked  the  clerk  how 
to  reach  it. 

"  Take  the  car  with  the  green  light  in  front  of  the 
hotel.  At  the  end  of  the  line  turn  up  the  first  street  to  the 
left  and  go  straight  on  about  a  quarter  of  a  mile.  You  can't 
miss  the  house.    It  stands  out  by  itself  on  elevated  ground." 

The  street  cars  hadn't  occurred  to  me. 

"  Can't  you  walk?"  I  asked.  "  I  don't — don't  feel  like  a 
street  car  trip."  I  felt  myself  getting  warm  again.  But  it 
was  a  hot  June  night,  and  it  was  quite  natural  for  a  man  to 
wipe  the  perspiration  from  his  face. 

"  You  can  walk  if  you  prefer.  It's  only  three  miles  and 
a  half,"  and  with  a  perfectly  sober  countenance,  peculiar  to 
hotel  clerks,  he  turned  to  his  ledgers. 

[to  be  continued  next  issue] 


H  ©octoreo  IRomance* 


BY  FRED  LEWIS  COLLINS. 

CONTRARY  to  the  established  belief  the  modern  patent 
medicine  advertisement  has  a  peculiar  literary  value, 
and  deserves  more  serious  consideration  at  the  hands  of  the 
scholars  of  the  day  than  it  receives.  Some  of  them  are 
gems  in  themselves,  from  their  skillful  combination  of  the 
painfully  practical  and  the  delightfully  mysterious.  No 
writer  of  modern  times  has  ever  composed  more  pleasing 
narratives,  on  such  unpromising  and  almost  repulsive  themes, 
than  adorn  the  pages  of  the  journals  of  the  country  to-day. 
Great  skill  is  shown  in  selecting  for  each  locality  subjects 
with  interesting  features  and  experiences  from  sections  suf- 
ficiently remote  to  discourage  investigation,  and  sufficiently 
near  at  hand  to  lend  credence  to  the  facts.  One  seldom 
meets  a  "  cure "  in  real  life.  He  is  a  mysterious  person, 
who  carries  with  him  the  prestige  of  living  "out  of  town," 
and  whom  we  are  accustomed  to  gaze  at  with  awe  or  with 
pity,according  to  our  point  of  view. 

In  pursuance  of  a  praiseworthy  desire  to  make  the 
acquaintance  of  one  of  these  gentlemen,  we  shall  avail  our- 
selves, by  what  may  be  called  prose  license,  of  a  privilege 
granted  only  to  people  of  distinction,  and  shall  enter  the 
breakfast  room  of  one  of  New  York's  swell  clubs.  Behold 
the  great  man  at  his  meal !  a  genuine,  warranted  not  to 
vanish,  earth-walking  "  cure ".  There  was  nothing  ex- 
traordinary about  Harry  Vaudrell  as,  with  chair  tipped  back 
against  the  wall,  he  leisurely  scanned  his  morning  paper ; 
there  was  nothing  in  the  appearance  of  the  man  to  warrant 
double  column  display  head  lines  with  half  tone  accom- 
paniment. But  such  was  his  distinction.  Some  time  since 
he  had  been  cured  of  an  unhealthy  desire  to  work  or  some 
similar  malady  —  Vaudrell  himself  was  never  certain, —  and 
had  added  his  few  words  of  testimony  to  the  praises  of  Pain 
Soothing  Cologne. 
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It  was  only  natural,  then,  that  his  attention  should  be 
attracted  to  the  following  self-explanatory  advertisment. 

A  SOUTHERN  HEIRESS. 


Miss  Adelaide  Vere,  Formerly  of  Richmond,  Va.,  Now  of 
Chicago,  Sings  the  Praises  of  Pain 
Soothing  Cologne. 

Miss  Vere  is  a  beautiful  and  accomplished  young  so- 
ciety belle  of  Richmond's  most  exclusive  set.  Her  father, 
the  late  Col.  Edmund  C.  Vere,  was  the  famous  Confederate 
cavalry  commander.  Read  what  the  charming  Miss  Vere 
says  of  the  Great  American  Remedy. 

Pain  Soothing  Cologne  Company, 

Dear  Sirs;  —  For  the  three  years  previous  to  my 
trying  your  blessed  remedy  I  was  a  physical  wreck,  the  result 
of  the  activities  of  a  society  life.  The  family  doctor  gave 
me    *    *    *    *    I  am  now  perfectly  well  and  happy. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Adelaide  Vere. 

The  accompaning  picture  might  well  claim  as  its  owner 
Virginia's  fairest  daughter  or  Chicago's  reigning  bell.  The 
girl  alone  would  have  been  attractive  enough  for  anyone. 
The  combination  of  the  girl  and  the  medicine  was  irresis- 
table  in  the  mind  of  young  Vaudrell.  He  found  ink  and 
paper,  and,  finally,  courage  enough  to  write  to  the  charming- 
Miss  Vere  of  the  coincidence  of  their  cures  and  of  his  desire 
for  further  acquaintance.  He  enclosed  a  clipping  telling  of 
his  wondrous  escape  from  an  early  death  through  the  agency 
of  the  same  famous  Pain  Soothing  Cologne. 

About  a  week  after  this,  Vaudrell  found  in  his  mail  a 
dainty  little  note  postmarked  "  Chicago "  —  the  answer 
which  he  had  been  eagerly  awaiting  ever  since  the  mem- 
orable morning  when  he  first  heard  of  Adelaide  Vere.  Was 
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it  encouraging?  Well,  letter  followed  letter,  photographs 
were  exchanged,  and  finally  little  gifts  of  valuable  jewelry 
were  sent  by  the  now  wholly  captivated  Vaudrell. 

There  came  a  time  in  this  paper-and-ink  courtship 
when  the  formal  "  Miss  Vere"  and  "  Mr.  Vaudrell"  were 
dropped  for  the  more  affectionate  "  Dearest  Harry "  and 
"  Darling  Adelaide."  It  is  a  recognized  fact  that  when 
affairs  reach  such  a  stage  something  is  sure  to  happen.  It 
happened  !  Uncle  Sam's  postal  service  was  entrusted  with 
the  daintiest  engagement  ring  in  Tiffany's  treasure  boxes, 
destined  to  share  the  honors  with  Nature  in  the  beauty  of 
Adelaide  Vere. 

A  happy  man  was  Mr.  Harry  Vaudrell,  of  Fifth  Avenue, 
N.  Y.,  when  he  alighted  from  the  the  steps  of  the  great 
Chicago  express  train  as  it  trembled  with  the  exertion  of 
carrying  its  human  load  safely  from  the  great  city  of  the 
East  to  the  metropolis  of  the  West.  It  was  late  at  night 
and  without  a  storm  was  raging  such  as  only  wind-tossed 
Chicago  can  produce.  He  was  more  fortunate  than  the 
poor  devils  who  must  needs  venture  on  foot  out  into  the 
boisterous  night,  for  a  carriage  with  a  coachman  in  livery 
was  waiting  for  him,  a  proof  of  his  fiancee's  thoughtful 
solicitation  for  his  well-being. 

Over  the  rough  pavements  of  the  darkened  streets,  the 
carriage  rumbled  along.  The  storm,  roaring  about  him,  beat 
against  the  window  panes  with  a  ceaseless  pattering.  Occa- 
sionally, he  could  see  a  street  light  dimly  glimmering 
through  the  night,  and  once-  he  made  out  a  pedestrian 
beating  aimlessly  about  ,  battling  in  vain  against  the  wind 
and  water.  The  carriage  still  rolled  on  and  he  could  hear 
the  mutterings  of  the  driver  as  he  bemoaned  the  evil  fate 
that  had  brought  him  out  on  such  a  night  as  this.  The 
carriage  stopped.  He  stepped  out  into  the  rain  and  was 
ushered  into  a  dimly  lighted  hall.  The  servants  left  him 
and  he  waited  and  arranged  his  hair.    Finally  a  door  opened 
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at  the  other  extremity  of  the  hall  and  a  voice  —  not  the  voice 
of  his  beloved  but  that  of  a  man  —  called  out : 
"  Right  in  here,  please." 

"The  deuce!"  murmured  Vaudrell,  "you're  mighty  cool 
about  it." 

In  obedience  to  the  command,  however,  he  entered  and 
found  himself  in  a  small  office  lined  with  shelves  filled  with 
books  on  medical  subjects.  The  room  was  fragrant  with  the 
fumes  of  good  tobacco.  In  one  corner,  seated  at  a  desk, 
was  a  short  young  man  intent  on  finishing  some  writing  that 
lay  before  him.  From  a  short  clay  pipe  he  blew  forth  large 
puffs  of  white  smoke,  which  ascended  to  the  ceiling  and 
made  the  room  stuffy  with  its  odor. 

He  rose  from  his  seat  as  our  hero  entered,  and  his  eyes 
sparkled  with  restrained  laughter. 

"  Mr.  Vaudrell,  I  believe." 

"Er-yes,"  responded  the  New  Yorker,  and  an  akward 
silence  ensued  —  exceedingly  awkward  for  the  prospective 
bridegroom.  Finally  he  gathered  courage  enough  to  ask 
whom  he  had  the  honor  of  addressing. 

The  young  man  with  the  laughing  eye  took  a  final  pull 
at  his  little  pipe  —  a  pull  not  in  the  least  hurried  but  de- 
liberate and  thoughtful. 

"  Miss  Adelaide  Vere,"  he  said  in  a  most  offhand 
manner,  "  otherwise  known  as  Jack  Dracut,  an  author  of  no 
mean  abilities,  at  present  engaged  in  writing  "  cure "  ads. 
for  the  celebrated  Pain  Soothing  Cologne.  I  trust  you  are 
entirely  well,  Mr.  Vaudrell." 

****** 

A  few  hours  later,  one  might  have  heard  the  following 
order  in  one  of  Chicago's  best  restaurants  : 

"  Supper,  champagne,  whiskey  —  anything  for  two  !" 

And  the  voice  was  that  of  Harry  Vaudrell. 


Evening 

BY  J.  J.  C. 

Gently  as  sinks  the  golden  sun, 
The  evening  shades  drop  down  ; 

The  bright  stars  come  out  one  by  one 
O'er  forest,  plain,  and  town. 

The  fishing  boats  from  down  the  bay, 

Roll  inward  with  the  tide  ; 
The  breakers  roar  on  grim  rocks  gray, 

And  dash  spray  far  and  wide. 

Slowly  the  cows  wend  home  their  way 

From  pasture  on  the  hill, 
As  twilight  shrouds  once  more  the  day, 

And  nature  now  grows  still. 

The  reapers  from  their  fields  of  grain, 
When  the  day's  work  is  o'er, 

Returning  now  across  the  plain, 
Dream  of  a  golden  store. 

Swiftly  now  pass  the  crimson  beams 
Beyond  the  mountain  height, 

The  snowy  crest  in  warm  light  gleams, 
Then  slowly  sinks  from  sight. 

The  rays  of  the  bright  setting  sun 

Flee  with  departing  light ; 
And  now  another  day  is  done, 

And  all  again  is  night. 


from  tbe  Hicoves  of  tbe  paat 

BY  CHARLES  T.  RYDER. 

y^pvHE  church  at  Elsbury  was  a  fascinating  little  building. 

It  was  square,  plain,  and  old  —  so  old  that  of  the  date 
of  its  building  nothing  more  definite  was  known  than  that 
the  grandfather  of  the  oldest  inhabitant  was  baptized  there. 
All  Elsbury  attended  it,  and  it  was  regarded  as  a  sort 
of  totem,  a  memorial  of  their  ancestors  unto  the  third 
and  fourth  generation. 

To  this  church  I  used  to  love  to  go  and  sit  for  hours  at 
a  time,  in  perfect  silence  ;  and  whatever  my  mood,  here  I 
was  sure  to  find  refreshment.  Sometimes,  when  I  had  sat 
for  hours,  and  twilight  was  beginning  to  fall,  I  would  seem 
to  be  taken  back  to  the  distant  time  when  the  little  church 
was  new.  Once,  as  I  dreamed,  I  thought  a  funeral  of  the 
olden  time  entered.  Leading  the  line  walked  four  hoary 
patriarchs,  bearing  the  body.  Next  came  the  mourning 
relatives,  their  bared  heads  bowed  with  sorrow,  but  their 
hearts  beating  with  a  great  hope.  Then  the  Father  of  the 
Flock  read  the  great  promise,  and  lifting  their  sad  burden, 
the  four  bearers  led  the  little  company  back,  out  of  the 
church  and  away.  And  awakening,  I  rose  and  followed  these 
shadows  of  the  past  out  of  the  still  house,  and  home. 

Another  time  I  fancied  I  saw,  as  I  mused,  a  little  wed- 
ding party  of  long  ago.  The  blushing  country  maiden, 
picture  of  sweet  innocence  in  her  simple  white  dress,  was 
led  up  the  aisle,  so  close  to  me  that  it  seemed  as  if  I  heard 
the  rustle  of  her  skirt.  The  groom,  a  plain  farmer  lad,  awk- 
ward and  very  shy,  tiptoed  in,  supremely  happy  but 
supremely  uncomfortable.  Then  followed  the  friends, 
smiling  and  excited,  but  keeping  a  decorous  appearance,  for 
"this  is  the  house  of  the  Lord."    Great-grandmother  a  bride! 

In  perfect  harmony  with  these  dreams  of  the  past  was 
the  old  sexton,  a  beautiful  old  man.  He  never  jarred  upon 
my  musings  with  irrelevant  remarks,  although  he  was  always 
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in  the  church.  As  he  slipped  about  among  the  pews  with 
his  feather  duster  he  seemed  to  add  to  rather  than  detract 
from  the  air  of  oldness.  In  fact,  he  seemed  as  genuine  a 
piece  of  antiquity  as  the  old  rough-pine  sounding-board,  or 
the  box  pews.  A  good  old  bachelor  he  was,  and  wedded  to 
this  little  meeting-house.  I  think  that  in  the  shadows  he 
too  saw  visions  of  the  past,  and  lived  his  infancy  over  in  im- 
agination. 

I  had  noticed  an  old,  unused  organ  in  the  church,  and 
one  day,  just  to  engage  the  old  man  in  conversation,  I  asked 
him  if  anyone  had  ever  used  it.  A  wistful  expression  came 
over  his  face,  and  I  knew  that  I  had  called  up  some  bitter- 
sweet recollection  to  his  mind. 

"  Yes,"  he  said,  "  it  was,  thirty  years  ago  that  he  came. 
He  was  a  good  young  man,  a  very  good  young  man,  and 
every  one  loved  him.  No  one  knew  where  he  came  from,  or 
who  he  was,  but  no  one  who  knew  him  could  help  loving 
him  Some  one  said  that  he  had  been  engaged  to  a  beauti- 
ful young  lady,  and  the  day  before  they  were  to  have  been 
married  she  fell  ill  and  died.    But  that  was  only  a  guess." 

"  He  came  into  church  one  Sunday,  and  after  the  ser- 
vice he  came  to  me  and  asked  if  he  might  use  the  organ  a 
little  while.  I  told  him  yes,  I  guessed  so,  for  the  organ  had 
been  a  gift  to  the  church,  and  no  one  knew  how  to  play  it. 
Well,  the  first  thing  I  knew,  that  organ  was  just  talking  ! 
He  wasn't  playing  it,  he  was  just  thinking  through  it.  I 
looked  at  him  and  his  eyes  were  shut ;  it  seemed  to  come 
just  as  natural  to  him  as  breathing." 

"  When  he  got  through  and  came  down  I  asked  him  to 
come  every  day.  He  seemed  pleased,  and  said  he'd  like  to 
very  much.  So  he  got  rooms  in  town,  and  every  afternoon 
he  used  to  come  in  and  use  the  organ.  And  when  he  came 
I'd  just  sit  down  and  listen,  and  sometimes  I'd  find  myself 
crying  ;  then  he'd  slip  out  and  leave  me  alone." 

"  Well,  this  went  on  for  about  a  year,  and  I  never 
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realized  until  afterwards  what  a  happy  year  it  was.  But 
pretty  soon  the  young  man  began  to  have  a  cough.  I  told 
him  not  to  be  so  careless  of  himself,  but  he  wouldn't  take 
any  precautions.  He  used  to  come  in  here  on  snowy  days 
without  any  coat  or  muffler,  and  his  cough  kept  settling  on 
him.  But  he  never  missed  a  day  at  the  organ.  So  when 
one  day  he  didn't  come  I  got  pretty  much  worried  about 
him,  and  when  he  missed  a  second  day  I  couldn't  think  what 
had  become  of  him." 

"Then  it  began  to  be  rumored  about  that  he  was  dying 
of  consumption.  Brother  Willis  told  me  and  I  turned  so 
white  that  he  thought  I  was  going  to  faint.  I  realized  then 
what  he'd  been  to  me  and  how  'twould  seem  without  him." 

"  I  used  to  ask  the  doctor  about  him,  but  he  wouldn't 
answer  very  definitely,  "  We'll  hope  for  the  best,  Mr. 
Waters,"  he  said,  "  but  we'd  be  pretty  lonely  without  him." 
"  But  after  a  while  I  didn't  dare  ask,  for  I  could  tell  from 
Dr.  Ames'  face  that  he  wasn't  any  better." 

"  Well,  one  day,  I  recollect  it  was  the  day  of  the  biggest 
storm  that  year,  for  I  thought  for  a  while  I  wouldn't  come 
down  to  the  church  at  all,  but  I  finally  decided  I  would.  I'd 
finished  dusting  the  pews,  and  being  rather  tired,  I  sat 
down  to  rest." 

"  As  I  sat  there,  it  suddenly  came  across  me  how  I 
might  rtever  hear  him  play  that  organ,  and  I  knelt  down  and 
prayed  God  that  I  might.  And  while  I  prayed,  suddenly 
there  came  a  sound  of  music  as  if  from  heaven.  First  it 
was  soft  and  low  and  sad,  and  seemed  to  say  that  I  should 
never  hear  it  again.  Then  it  grew  gradually  louder  and  less 
sad  ;  it  told  me  of  God's  infinite  love,  of  his  mercy.  It  told 
me  to  trust,  only  to  trust  in  his  wisdom  and  kindness. 
Then  it  sank  lower  and  lower  until  it  sounded  like  a  far-off 
sigh ;  then,  with  an  exultant  shout  it  sang  a  joyful  welcome 
to  a  home  of  peace  and  happiness,  the  cry  of  two  souls 
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reunited.  I  believe  that  if  I  had  looked  up  then  I  should 
have  seen  a  Vision  of  Angels." 

"  I  don't  know  when  it  stopped,  but  I  was  startled  by  a 
rush  of  cold  air.  A  party  of  men  ran  in  ;  they  ran  up  the 
stairs  to  the  organ  loft,  and  then  I  heard  them  stop.  Then 
one  of  them  cried,  "  Look  there!"  I  ran  up  after  them  ;  I 
don't  know  what  I  thought  in  those  fifteen  seconds ;  but 
when  I  got  to  the  organ  I  knew  that  my  prayer  had  been 
answered.  For  there,  on  the  bench  lay  his  body,  and  on  his 
face  was  a  smile  of  exultant  joy. 


H  December  1RtQbtt 

BY  HENRY  LONGFELLOW  WADSWORTH. 

The  world  is  wrapped  in  night's  obscuring  gloom, 

The  leaden  clouds  hang  low  o'er  land  and  sea, 
The  distant  breakers  roll  with  ceaseless  boom, 

A  dismal  sound  in  sullen  harmony. 
The  winds  amid  the  pine  tops  mourn  and  sigh, 

And  faintly  from  yon  distant  wooded  height, 
The  wandering  hound  sends  forth  his  lingering  cry, 

A  note  amid  the  voices  of  the  night. 
And  now  from  out  the  Heaven's  gloomy  space 

The  feath'ry  flakes  with  gentle  rythm  fall, 
And  all  the  earth  within  their  chill  embrace 

Is  dead,  the  snow  serves  as  its  spotless  pall. 
Thus  softly  past  the  window's  shaded  light, 

They  glide  —  then  each  is  swallowed  in  the  night. 


H  (SUmpse  at  Meatern  Colleges, 


BY  GEORGE  EDMUND  MERRILL. 

^JpO  the  average  New  Englander,  the  term  "  western  "  ap- 
plies to  every  state  west  of  New  York,  including  what 
are  properly  the  Middle  Western  States.  It  would  be  im- 
possible to  describe  even  in  general  the  college  life  we  find 
in  the  Middle  and  far  west  in  one  short  article  ;  moreover  the 
Middle  West  has  been  inhabited  long  enough,  and  the 
majority  of  the  higher  institutions  of  learning  are  of 
sufficient  age  to  have  many  of  the  characteristics  of  the 
eastern  colleges.  The  purpose  of  this  article  is  to  give  some 
detail  concerning  the  college  life  in  the  far  west  —  west  of 
the  Mississippi. 

The  environment  of  the  western  college  is  peculiar  and 
renders  many  features  of  the  life  very  different  from  those 
of  the  New  England  college.  In  a  country  where  the  bison 
and  the  Indian  wandered  but  a  quarter  of  a  century  ago,  it 
is  a  marvel  that  there  are  so  many  institutions  of  learning. 
It  is  not  due  to  private  benevolence  that  these  colleges  exist, 
but  to  the  appreciation  of  the  fact  by  the  people,  that  edu- 
cation has  the  greatest  value.  This  appreciation  led  the 
legislatures  of  the  several  western  states  to  appropriate 
money  for  the  founding  of  educational  institutions  almost  as 
soon  as  they  made  appropriations  for  maintaining  state 
governments.  It  was  purposed  to  found  institutions  where 
the  rich  and  poor  of  both  sexes  should  have  good  educational 
advantages  at  the  lowest  possible  expense.  The  universities 
started  with  this  object  in  view  were  and  are  supported  by 
each  state.  Those  fortunate  in  receiving  good  incomes 
and  obtaining  live  men  at  the  head,  have  become  very 
popular.  Students  were  attracted  from  neighboring  states 
in  such  large  numbers  that  it  was  found  necessary  to  charge 
a  tuition  fee.  Other  financial  resources  were  sought  and 
now  many  of  the  universities  are  heavily  endowed.  The 


84 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


Universities  of  California,  Nebraska  and  Colorado  College 
are  the  best  examples  of  this  class  and  are  probably 
what  may  be  properly  termed  colleges. 

These  colleges  have  kept  in  mind  the  object  of  their 
founding,  and  while  paying  liberal  salaries  for  good  edu- 
cators they  have  at  the  same  time  kept  the  cost  to  the 
student  as  low  as  possible.  So  there  is  a  noticeable  differ- 
ence in  the  cost  of  board  and  room  from  the  cost  of  these 
essentials  in  the  eastern  institutions.  This  fact  makes  the 
student  body  much  more  democratic  than  it  would  other- 
wise be.  There  are  few  fraternities  in  these  colleges 
although  there  is  a  fraternal  spirit  which  finds  its  outlet  in 
clubs  of  various  kinds.  As  they  grow  older  it  seems 
probable  that  fraternities  will  be  a  factor  in  college  life,  for 
their  growth  is  inevitable. 

One  of  the  first  inquiries  concerning  college  life  is 
"  What  are  the  athletics?"  There  is  not  much  interest  in 
athletics  in  the  majority  of  the  Western  colleges,  chiefly 
because  the  distance  between  these  colleges  is  too  great  to 
allow  of  many  practice  games  with  each  other.  Most  of  the 
practice  must  be  held  with  high  school  and  athletic  clubs, 
with  whom  the  rivalry  is  not  strong.  Yet  in  the  institutions 
whose  location  permits  athletic  contests  with  each  other, 
much  spirit  is  shown.  The  contests  between  the  University 
of  California  and  Leland  Stanford  University,  and  between 
Colorado  College  and  her  neighbors  attract  considerable  at- 
tention from  the  Western  people.  As  in  the  East,  football 
is  the  most  popular  game  but  there  is  not  much  professional 
training  for  any  of  the  contests. 

Some  of  the  yells  of  the  colleges  are  very  original  es- 
pecially those  of  Colorado  College,  two  of  which  are  given 
here.    One  is  — 

Pike's  Peak  or  Bust 
Pike's  Peak  or  Bust 
Colorado  College 
Yell  we  must. 
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Another — 

I  don't  know 
I  guess  not 
You  forgot 
Our  mascot 
Pike's  Peak  ! 

In  all  of  these  institutions,  there  is  much  class  spirit. 
Especially  is  this  strong  in  such  a  place  as  Nebraska  State 
University,  where  there  are  two  thousand  students.  But 
the  college  authorities  discourage  any  manifestation  of  this 
spirit  in  cane  rushes  or  fights.  And  the  inclination  to  in- 
dulge in  this  method  of  showing  class  spirit  is  not  so  strong 
as  in  Eastern  colleges,  because  of  the  fact  that  the  girls  are 
necessarily  prohibited  from  it  all.  Class  tournaments  and 
races  produce  a  healthy  spirit  of  competition,  but  as  one 
freshman  who  had  come  from  the  East  recently,  remarked  : 
"  Things  have  come  to  a  pretty  pass  when  classes  must 
settle  their  differences  by  a  game  of  marbles." 

Hazing  is  a  custom  that  has  been  severely  dealt  with  by 
the  faculties,  and  is  considered  detrimental  to  the  college 
to  have  the  reputation  of  permitting  it.  But  the  formation 
of  college  customs  on  a  better  plane  are  encouraged  by 
students  and  professors.  In  this,  as  in  other  matters,  the 
students  and  teachers  seem  more  often  in  accord  and  more 
friendly  in  co-operation  than  in  older  colleges  of  the  East. 
This  is  a  condition  of  things  that  many  of  our  Eastern 
colleges  would  profit  by  having.  In  the  matter  of  customs 
each  college  has  its  distinctive  ones,  according  to  circum- 
stances and  age.  One  in  existence  at  Colorado  College  is 
so  unusual  and  interesting  that  it  is  worth  describing  here. 
On  Hallowe'en  the  Sophomore  class  gives  a  "  Barbecue  "  on 
the  campus  to  which  are  invited  the  students  and  faculty. 
Each  guest  brings  his  own  knife,  plate  and  fork,  and  is 
served  on  the  bleachers  and  grand-stand  by  members  of  the 
Sophomore  class.  The  food  is  cooked  in  the  open  air  and 
the  enjoyment  of  the  evening  is  added  to  by  a  musical  pro- 
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gram  and  speeches.  Imagine  if  you  can  a  more  distinctively 
typical  celebration — typical  of  the  freedom  and  heartiness — 
the  naturalness  and  good  will  of  the  West ! 

Most  of  the  Senior  classes  in  these  colleges  follow  the 
Eastern  custom  of  wearing  caps  and  gowns.  The  day  when 
they  are  first  donned  is  one  of  note  in  current  college 
history. 

The  musical  clubs  of  these  colleges  are  large  and  find 
much  popularity  both  in  the  student  body  and  in  general. 
So  this  friendliness  is  not  confined  to  the  colleges,  for  the 
concerts  given  in  various  parts  of  the  state  on  the  Glee  Club 
tours  are  well  patronized. 

The  interest  in  religious  and  literary  societies  seems  to 
be  stronger  in  the  Western  colleges,  probably  because  there 
are  few  distractions  to  the  students.  Perhaps  here  again 
the  influence  of  the  feminine  student  body  makes  some 
difference.  The  publications  compare  favorably  with  those 
of  the  smaller  Eastern  colleges,  although  less  attention  is 
paid  to  the  strictly  literary  magazine. 

The  curriculum  cannot  equal  in  breadth  that  offered  in 
the  East,  and  while  the  instructors  are  able  men  there  are 
few  specialists  competent  to  give  post-graduate  courses. 
Entrance  to  most  of  these  colleges  is  by  certificate  and  as 
many  Western  high  schools  are  not  able  to  maintain  a  high 
standard,  the  result  is  that  the  college  course  is  weakened. 
So  that  the  student  body  of  an  Eastern  college  is  probably 
a  year  in  advance  of  the  corresponding  class  in-  a  western 
institution. 

But  the  defects  of  instruction  and  method  are  fast 
being  remedied  and  if  the  progressive  spirit  is  maintained 
it  will  not  be  many  years  before  the  Western  college  will 
educate  the  youth  of  the  West  as  well  as  the  higher  colleges 
in  the  East  do. 


fBMrage, 


DANGER. 

I  knew  Danger  first  as  a  very  young  pup,  a  mere  ball  of  blue- 
gray  wool,  all  paws  and  head.  His  crinkled  little  face  looked  in- 
capable of  any  kind  of  mischief,  being,  indeed,  masked  with  an 
expression  of  extraordinary  virtue.  This  sanctimonious  expres- 
sion was  but  a  pretense,  for  a  bigger  thief  than  that  particular  dog 
never  lived.  He  did  not,  as  other  pups  do,  steal  indiscriminately 
and  without  judgment,  but  showed  a  marked  sense  of  humor  in 
nearly  all  his  depredations.  Once,  a  gentlemen,  who  was  blessed 
with  feet  of  an  extraordinary  size,  came  to  spend  a  day  or  two 
with  us.  He  placed  the  only  pair  of  shoes  he  had  out- 
side his  door,  and  Danger,  chuckling,  I  doubt  not,  to  himself, 
stole  one  and  tore  it  to  very  small  bits.  No  shoes  in 
the  house  but  his  own  would  fit  our  friend,  and  he  was  forced  to 
stay  with  us  until  late  Monday  morning  before  a  pair  large 
enough  for  him  could  be  found.  He  cherished  no  grudge,  how- 
ever, and  he  and  Danger  subsequently  became  good  friends. 

Danger  was  very  particular  as  to  what  books  he  cut  his  milk 
teeth  on.  Where  most  dogs  will  pick  up  anything  to  chew  on, 
Danger  used  to  look  carefully  along  the  shelves  until  he  found  a 
valuable  volume,  and  then  would  proceed  to  chew  its  covers  with 
an  epicurean  delight. 

One  of  Danger's  most  peculiar  habits,  (and  he  was  a  dog 
bristling  with  eccentricities),  was  a  love  of  tramping  disreputably 
around  the  country,  eating  the  bones  given  him  by  the  charity  of 
other  dogs,  and  becoming  dirty,  flea-bitten  and  altogether  happy. 
He  generally  returned  from  these  jaunts  about  midnight,  and  used 
to  howl  dismally  under  my  window  until  I  went  down  to  let  him 
in.  Once,  when  we  were  driving,  and  were  about  five  miles  from 
home,  we  saw  the  burr-covered  Danger  drinking  from  a  wayside 
spring.  We  called  to  him,  but  he  paid  no  attention  to  us.  He 
fell  in  behind  the  carriage  and  trotted  soberly  and  silently  on 
until  we  were  within  our  own  gates.  Then  he  showed  every  sign 
of  joy,  jumping  around  the  wheels  and  barking  with  delight. 

At  last,  however,  he  must  have  lost  his  way  on  a  tramp,  or  else 
his  nomad  instinct  overpowered  him,  for  he  never  returned.  We 
were  all  sorry,  for,  although  he  was  a  pious  fraud,  his  was  a  char- 
acter which  compelled  fondness  while  it  forbad  admiration. 

G.  Chittenden. 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


a  chinaman's  queue. 

It  was  with  some  misgivings  that  I  hired  Won  Kee  to  come  up 
to  the  tie-camp  and  cook  lor  our  forty  men,  for  it  was  a  long  step 
from  Jim,  our  old  cook,  to  this  shrunken  almond-eye.  It  seemed 
likely  that  the  men  would  not  relish  it,  but  I  knew  that  if  Dick 
Lawton  did  not  object,  that  they  would  lose  their  prejudice.  Dick 
was  the  leader  in  everything,  including  all  the  devilment  that 
went  on  in  the  camp,  and  I  knew  that  he  could  make  life  miser- 
able for  the  Chinaman  if  he  chose.  Still,  I  decided  to  risk  it,  and 
took  him  up  in  the  buckboard. 

When  Dick  saw  him,  I  heard  him  swear  and  I  realized  that 
the  Chinaman  had  better  be  warned.  So  I  told  him  to  work  with- 
out paying  attention  to  any  of  the  men,  and  to  be  on  the  watch 
for  tricks.  This  unobtrusiveness  on  the  part  of  the  cook  did  not 
seem  to  affect  our  big  driver  in  the  least,  for  after  a  short  time  I 
heard  him  complaining  about  the  "  heathen,"  as  he  called  him. 

In  the  light  of  Dick's  behavior  I  was  not  greatly  surprised  to 
have  Won  Kee  come  tearing  into  my  office  late  one  evening,  in 
the  greatest  haste.  His  little  eyes  had  the  look  one  sees  in  those 
of  some  hunted  wild  creature,  and  he  was  so  frightened  that  he 
could  not  explain  the  cause  of  his  intrusion.  But  I  needed  no 
explanation,  for  Dick  stood  at  the  door  with  a  crowd  of  the  men 
at  his  back,  evidently  bent  on  some  deed  of  violence  on  the 
"heathen."  I  motioned  for  him  to  come  in  and  asked  him  what  he 
wanted,  with  more  fortitude  than  I  felt,  for  I  could  smell  liquor 
plainly,  and  was  not  prepared  to  deal  with  a  crowd  of  drunken 
roughs.  He  replied  by  making  a  break  for  the  Chinaman,  and 
before  I  could  move  to  stop  him,  he  had  chased  Won  onto  the 
table.    Here  I  intervened  and  asked  him  again  what  he  wanted. 

"  Well,  boss,  I'll  tell  you  what  it  is.  We  can  stand  the  heathen 
without  that  tail  of  his,  but  he's  got  to  have  that  thing  cut  off." 
Evidently  the  Chinaman  understood  and  pointed  with  horror  to 
the  shining  shears  in  Dick's  hands.  At  last,  he  found  his  voice 
and  broke  out,  "  No  cuttee  the  tail.  Me  never  get  home  again  ! 
Me  wantee  go  home  and  Melican  man  no  cut  the  queue  !  " 

This  appeal  produced  a  different  effect  on  the  rough  driver 
than  I  expected,  and  he  turned  on  the  crowd  with  an  oath.  He 
said  but  a  word  or  two  and  they  all,  including  the  heathen-hater, 
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filed  out  quietly  !  The  Chinaman  was  evidently  more  surprised 
than  I,  and  that  was  saying  much. 

I  never  understood  this  incident  until  months  after,  when  I 
found  out  that  in  spite  of  his  roughness  and  meanness,  our  friend 
had  always  thought  much  of  home.  One  of  the  boys  told  me 
that  Dick  often  had  told  the  crowd  of  his  old  Virginia  home,  and 
had  always  said  that  his  one  hope  was  some  day  to  get  back 
there.  So  it  was  a  feeling  of  sympathy  that  had  prompted  him  to 
leave  the  "  tail  on  the  heathen  !  " 


Zhc  fIDontb, 

Nov.  17,  Andover  easily  beat  Lawrenceville  by  a  score  of 
30  to  11. 

Nov.  23,  A  collection  taken  in  Chapel  for  the  purpose  of  pre- 
senting every  member  of  the  victorious  football  team  with  a  gold 
football,  as  an  expression  of  the  school's  appreciation. 

Nov.  25,  Bartlet  Street  and  Commons  win  out  over  School 
Street  and  Phillips  Street  respectively  in  the  Street  Championship. 
Scores  :  Bartlet,  5  ;  School,  o.    Commons,  6  ;  Phillips,  o. 

Nov.  25,  Commons  beat  Bartlet  Street  in  the  Street  Team 
finals.    Score  :  Commons,  1 1  ;  Bartlet,  o. 

Nov.  29-Dec.  2,  Thanksgiving  recess. 

Dec.  7,  Dr.  Penniman,  Dean  of  the  University  of  Pennsyl- 
vania, addressed  the  school  at  morning  Chapel. 

Dec.  9,  First  Cross  Country  Hare  and  Hounds  Chase  held. 


EMtoriale. 


As  the  end  of  the  term  approaches  we  can  look  back 
with  no  small  degree  of  pleasure  on  the  work  of  the  fall. 
Our  football  record  has  been  superb,  unequalled.  Inquiry 
has  gained  steadily  during  the  fall,  and  starts  out  the  winter 
with  good  prospects.  Our  lessons  also  have  progressed 
well,  we  are  told  by  those  in  authority  ;  the  debating  socie- 
ties alone  seem  to  have,  made  no  advance.  In  fact,  it 
seems  doubtful  if  they  have  held  their  own.  It  cannot  be 
denied  that  debating  in  this  school,  at  the  present  time,  is  at 
a  low  ebb,  a  fact  greatly  to  be  lamented,  since,  from  it,  more 
real  good  may  be  obtained  than  from  any  other  thing  outside 
of  our  school  work.  An  Andover-Exeter  debate  would 
greatly  heighten  this  flagging  interest  but  such  a  debate  is 
very  unlikely,  since  every  attempt  to  promote  it  has  been 
frowned  upon  by  the  faculty.  Therefore,  it  remains  for  us 
to  arouse  as  great  interest  as  possible  in  the  Philo-Forum 
debate.  From  the  present  outlook  it  would  seem  that  the 
contest  will  not  be  a  very  exciting  one,  but  perhaps  the 
Winter  term  will  develop  more  men  who  have  ability  in 
speaking.  It  is  a  shame  that  such  a  condition  of  affairs 
should  exist  and  we  urge  every  fellow  to  stop  a  moment  and 
consider  which  will  do  him  the  most  good  in  after  life, 
ability  to  speak  well  before  an  audience,  or  ability  to  play 
football.  The  two  combined  are  admirable,  we  admit,  but 
if  a  choice  must  be  made,  let  us  take  the  former  by  all  odds. 
We  are  often  urged  to  take  advantage  of  our  opportunities; 
what  better  opportunity  have  we  than  the  privilege  of  at- 
tending and  taking  part  in  these  societies.  Let  us,  then, 
every  one  who  can,  join  one  or  the  other  this  winter,  (it 
matters  little  which  one)  and  devote  a  little  of  our  extra 
time,  of  which  there  is  plenty  in  the  winter,  to  it. 


EDITORIALS 
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It  is  a  matter  of  question  among  the  school  at  large  as 
to  what  the  "  Mirror  "  wishes  in  the  way  of  contributions, 
and  this  we  will  try  to  make  clear,  in  order  that  as  many  as 
possible  may  write,  whether  they  are  accustomed  to  receive 
"A"  in  English  or  "E,"  it  matters  not.  It  is  not  hard  to 
write  an  article  suitable  for  publication.  Any  story,  article, 
essay  or  poem  of  interest  to  the  fellows,  will  be  sure  to 
receive  our  careful  attention.  Originality  must  be  sought 
with  great  care.  Almost  instinctively,  in  writing,  we  put 
down  thoughts  or  ideas  as  our  own  which  in  reality  we  have 
heard  or  read  about  and  this  must  be  severely  guarded 
against,  for  although  grammatical  errors  may  be  corrected 
if  the  idea  be  good,  there  can  be  no  correction  if  the  idea  is 
that  of  another.  Every  fellow  has  a  few  personal  experi- 
ences, which  would  be  of  interest  to  his  fellows  and  at  the 
same  time  be  original.  And  so  we  ask  all  to  make  some  at 
tempt  in  this  line,  for  even  though  it  should  not  be  accepted 
for  publication,  no  harm  will  be  done  and  the  next  attempt 
might  be  a  great  improvement.  Especially  we  desire  that 
more  1901  men  should  try,  for  as  we  have  said  before,  the 
"Mirror"  will  have  to  be  run  by  1901  next  year,  and  on 
that  account  a  man  from  that  class  has  excellent  chances 
of  making  the  board. 

Everyone,  we  feel  sure,  was  impressed  by  the  Dean  of 
the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  on  the  morning  of  the  7th. 
His  remarks  were  brief,  but  to  the  point  and  well  worth  the 
closest  attention.  The  opportunities  of  our  school  life,  he 
touched  upon,  and  spoke  very  interestingly  on  a  very  old 
subject.  An  old  subject  but  a  good  one,  and  old  because  it 
is  so  good.  We  do  not,  half  of  us,  realize  what  advantages 
we  have  here,  or  what  an  advantage  it  is  just  to  be  here. 
Repeated  as  many  times  as  this  has  been  it  is  still  true  and 
still  stands  the  test,  so  that  we  are  forced  to  acknowledge 
its  truth  although  perhaps  we  do  no  more.    If  we  did  ap- 
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preciate  the  real  truth  of  the  statement,  flunking  would  be 
much  less  common  and  other  evils  avoided  to  a  greater 
extent. 

We  are  pleased  to  publish  in  this  issue  of  the  Mirror, 
an  article  by  a  former  editor  who  does  not  wish  his  name  to 
be  mentioned.  The  thanks  of  the  editors  are  due  to  the 
gentleman  for  permission  to  print  the  article. 

In  pursuance  of  the  usual  custom  two  members  have 
been  added  to  the  editorial  board  of  the  Mirror.  We  take 
pleasure  in  announcing  to  the  school  the  election  of  George 
Edmund  Merrill  'oo,  and  Henry  Longfellow  Wadsworth  'oo. 
Later  in  the  year,  at  least  two  more  men,  who  have  shown 
marked  ability  both  in  the  quality  and  quantity  of  their 
work,  will  be  taken  on  the  board.  We  can  only  echo  the 
appeals  of  the  other  publications  that  more  under  classmen 
try  for  these  positions. 

The  prize  for  the  Christmas  poster  has  been  awarded  to 
R.  J.  Dryer  of  the  class  of  nineteen  one.  His  poster  we 
think  especially  good  and  above  the  average  of  Mirror 
posters. 


leaves  from  IPbtlltps  Uv$, 


Conducted  by  George  T.  Eaton,  P.  A.  '73. 

'27 — One  of  the  oldest  living  students  of  the  Academy  is 
Charles  K.  Whipple,  who  was  born  in  Newburyport  Nov.  17,  1808. 
He  studied  medicine  with  Dr.  A.  L.  Pierson  of  Salem  and  for 
twenty  years  he  was  an  apothecary.  He  is  now  engaged  in  busi- 
ness in  Brookline. 

y  /  * 

v  '52 — Alvin  C  Robbins  died  in  Saylesville,  R.  I.,  Sept.  21, 

1899,  m  tne  7otn  year  °f  aSe-  He  taught  in  Pawtucket,  Prov- 
idence and  Woonsocket.  During  the  last  ten  years  of  his  life,  he 
was  connected  with  Hon.  Wm.  F.  Sayles,  1844,  in  manufacturing. 

^  '54 — Rev.  Dr.  Francis  Lobdell,  rector  of  Trinity  Church, 
Buffalo,  N.  Y.,  died  Oct.  26,  1899.  During  the  civil  war  he  was  a 
member  of  the  U.  S.  Christian  Commission. 

'57 — The  150th  anniversary  of  Linebrook  Church,  Ipswich, 
was  observed  with  an  historical  sermon  by  its  pastor,  Rev.  Wm. 
P.  Alcott. 

'57 — The  marriage  of  Miss  Ella  M.  Whittiker  of  Ballardvale 
and  John  W.  Cochrane  of  Andover  occurred  Nov.  7,  1899. 

'58 — George  L.  Raymond,  L.  H.  D.,  has  just  published 
through  G.  P.  Putnam's  Sons  a  volume  on  "Proportion  and  Har- 
mony of  Line  and  Color." 

'59 — Thomas  D.  Kimball  is  general  agent  for  the  Washington 
Life  Insurance  Company  of  New  York  City  with  headquarters  at 
421  Olive  St,  St.  Louis,  Mo. 

'61 — For  twenty-six  years  Rev.  James  Brand,  D.  D.,  was  the 
pastor  of  the  First  Church,  Oberlin,  O.  For  the  benefit  of  his 
family  he  wrote  "  Some  Chapters  from  his  Early  Life,"  which  now 
have  been  printed.  The  sketch  reveals  his  struggles  at  Andover, 
in  the  civil  war  and  at  Yale. 

'62— The  First  Church  at  Colorado  Springs,  Col.,  recently 
celebrated  its  quarter-centennial.  Its  present  pastor,  Rev.  James 
B.  Gregg,  has  been  with  the  church  for  over  seventeen  years. 

'68 — Marcello  Hutchinson,  M.  D,,  is  Superintendent  of  the 
Vermont  State  Hospital  for  the  Insane  at  Waterbury,  Vt. 


94 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


'69 — Dr.  George  R.  Fessenden  of  Ashfield  was  elected,  in 
November,  to  the  Massachusetts  General  Court  as  Representative. 

'70 — Quite  in  touch  with  current  history  is  a  volume  by  Rev. 
Anson  P.  Atterbury  on  "  Islam  in  Africa." 

'74 — Charles  R.  Corning  has  been  commissioned  as  Judge  of 
Probate  for  Merrimack  County,  N.  H. 

'75 — D.  C.  Heath  &  Co.  have  published  "  French  Prose  of  the 
XVII  Century,"  by  Prof.  Fred  M.  Warren  of  Adelbert  College, 
Cleveland,  O. 

'78 — Edward  Bailey  has  been  chosen  president  of  the  Central 
Iron  and  Steel  Company  of  Harrisburg,  Pa. 

'83 — Franklin  Palmer,  M.  D.,  and  May  McKinney,  M.  D., 
were  married  in  San  Francisco,  Oct.  12,  1899. 

'90 — Miss  Edith  L.  House  of  Dover,  N.  H.,  was  married  Oct. 
3,  1899,  to  Dr.  Alphonso  B.  Brown  of  Newburyport. 

'92 — Samuel  C.  Pierce  is  in  the  mining  brokerage  business 
with  Tucker,  Ballard  and  Shepard,  Cripple  Creek,  Col. 

'94 — Married,  Nov.  22,  1899,  Dr.  Edwin  B.  Forbes  and  Miss 
Jeanette  May  Fisher  of  Detroit,  Mich. 

'96 — Albert  C.  Newcombe  is  with  the  Lake  George  Mill  of 
the  International  Paper  Co.,  N.  Y.  City. 

'98 — Reuben  J.  Goddard  was  a  delegate  from  Bangor  Semi- 
nary to  the  recent  Y.  M.  C.  A.  Conference. 

'00 — In  the  December  number  of  the  Cosmopolitan  is  a  poem 
by  Jean  Ross  Irvine,  chairman  of  last  year's  Mirror  board. 


Hbbot  letter. 


Editors  of  the  Mirror : 

I  understand  that  the  identity  of  Minerva  is  a  subject  of 
much  discussion  at  Phillips.  One  day,  I  remember,  when  another 
girl  and  I  were  walking  down  Andover's  Fifth  Avenue,  we  heard 
two  boys,  who  were  ahead  of  us,  talking  over  the  mysterious 
question.  It  was  just  elegant  to  hear  them  accuse  first  one  girl 
and  then  another  of  the  authorship  of  this  epistle,  with  poor  me 
walking  behind  in  my  meekness  all  unsuspected  and  unknown. 
One  of  them  was  sure  he  had  found  the  guilty  person  and  ven- 
tured the  opinion  that  he  ought  to  know  if  anyone  did.  He  said 
he  knew  by  the  style  that  it  was  Miss  So-and-so.  I  wonder  why  ? 
I  also  read  with  interest  in  the  Phillipian,  which  we  read  for  the 
news  and  not  for  the  editors,  though  they  may  think  differently, 
that  the  Abbot  Letter  would  most  likely  be  the  most  read  feature 
of  the  paper.  I  am  sure  that  was  nice  of  them  but  rather  hard  on 
the  Mirror  editors  and  their  contributors. 

Your  correspondent  has  hunted  high  and  low,  from  the  tele- 
scope in  the  observatory  to  the  deepest  recess  of  the  "  Fern.  Sem." 
woods  so  called,  for  a  startling  sensation  to  spring  upon  you  this 
month,  but  all  in  vain.  I  never  realized  how  awfully  little  we 
really  do  down  here  until  I  set  myself  to  write  these  letters.  We 
seem  to  have  enough  to  do  to  take  up  our  time,  but  you  boys 
would  not  be  interested  in  an  account  of  the  Christmas  presents 
for  the  other  fellow  ;  of  the  number  of  times  we  go  down  town 
each  month  and  the  errands  on  which  we  go ;  or  of  our  lessons  ; 
alas !  you  probably  have  troubles  of  your  own.  If  we  could  only 
have  a  field  day  in  winter  I  could  tell  you  lots  of  interesting 
things,  but  as  it  is  I  think  I  will  take  a  month's  rest  from  the  cares 
of  journalism. 

Yours  sincerely, 

Minerva. 

Andover,  Mass.,  December  Thirteenth, 
Eighteen  Hundred  and  Ninety-nine. 


Books, 

The  Fog  of  a  Sea-Waif,  by  Frank  T.  Bullen.  New  York,  D. 
Appleton  &  Co.,  $1.00. 

Mr.  Bullen,  the  street-arab,  sailor,  author  who  recently  came 
into  prominence  through  his  "  Cruise  of  the  Cachalot  "  and  Rud- 
yard  Kipling's  praise  of  it,  has  written  another  personal  narrative. 
One  charm  of  Mr.  Bullen's  work  is  the  fact  that  it  is  personal 
experience,  an  inside  view  of  things  as  they  are.  Another 
charm  is  the  perfect  simplicity  of  the  writer's  style,  and  the  ease 
with  which  he  tells  his  story.  There  are  probably  many  who  have 
had  experiences  similar  to  Mr.  Bullen's,  but  he  is  the  only  one 
who  could  give  such  an  excellent  account  of  them. 

c.  R. 

The  Poetic  and  Dramatic  Works  of  Alfred,  Lord  Tennyson. 
New  Household  edition.  Houghton,  Mifflin  &  Co.,  Boston, 
$1.50. 

No  one  need  be  without  a  copy  of  Tennyson's  poems  when 
such  a  complete  and  excellent  edition  may  be  had  at  so  reason- 
able a  price.  The  new  Household  Tennyson  is  well  printed, 
arranged  and  bound,  with  indexes  127  illustrations  and  a 
photogravine  portrait.  The  Idyls  of  the  King  have  the  famous 
Slore  pictures.  The  book  is  just  the  thing  for  a  Christmas 
present. 

c.  r. 

Don't  Worry  Nuggets  ;  Educational  Nuggets,  compiled  by 
Jeanne  C.  Remington,  New  York ;  Fords,  Howard  &  Hulbert, 
40  cents  each. 

These  dainty  little  books  contain  excellently  chosen  quota- 
tions from  some  of  the  greatest  thinkers  of  all  time.  Their  con- 
venient size  makes  it  possible  to  carry  them  in  the  pocket,  and  as 
company  they  are  by  no  means  to  be  despised.  In  criticism  of 
them  we  cannot  do  better  than  quote  from  the  Chicago  Inter- 
Ocean  — 

"  Multum  in  parvo  " 

and  from  the  Outlook  — 

"  A  very  little  book  which  contains  a  great 

deal  of  common  sense."  c.  R. 


BOOKS. 
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Ione  March,  a  Woman  of  Fortune,  by  S.  R.  Crockett,  New 
York  ;  Dodd,  Mead  &  Co.,  $1.50. 

In  Ione  March,  Mr.  Crockett  has  entered  upon  a  new  field. 
His  heroine  is  a  charming  American  girl  whose  adventures  abroad 
are  told  in  an  interesting  style.  There  is  no  lessoning  of  interest 
throughout  the  book,  and  the  end  is  a  decided  climax.  To  any- 
one who  enjoys  a  good  novel,  this  one  should  be  recommended. 

c.  r. 

Square  Pegs,  by  Mrs.  A.  D.  T.   Whitney,  Boston ;  Houghton, 
Mifflin  &  Co.,  $1.50. 

Mrs.  Whitney's  work  partakes  as  thoroughly  of  the  spirit  of 
rest  as  does  Kipling's  of  the  spirit  of  motion.  She  does  not  seem 
to  be  in  the  slightest  hurry  to  get  through,  and  rambles  leisurely 
along  through  her  story  with  an  unbroken  calmness.  This  delib- 
eration amounts  almost  to  a  fault  in  "  Square  Pegs,"  her  latest 
story.  But  even  padding  can  be  borne  when  it  is  of  first 
class  quality,  as  Mrs.  Whitney's  is. 

A  notable  fact  about  the  book  is  that  the  characters  are  not 
lay  figures.  They  are  living,  flesh  and  blood  human  beings, 
whom  we  like  or  dislike  as  we  are  expected  to  do.  We  admire 
Estabel,  the  heroine,  we  like  Dr.  North  and  Harry  Henslie,  we 
despise  snobbish  Corinna  Chilstone,  and  we  feel  a  certain  con- 
tempt for  Mrs.  Oymer,  who  "dresses  in  italics." 

C.  R. 

■*  ,* 

The  Pedagogues.    Small,  Maynard  &  Co.,  Boston.    Price,  $1.50. 

The  Pedagogues,  by  Arthur  Stanwood  Pier,  is  a  very  consid- 
erable addition  to  the  already  large  fund  of  Harvard  literature.  It 
is  unique,  in  that  the  story  treats  of  a  phase  of  Cambridge  life 
which  has  never  been  made  famous  in  story  or  song,  namely,  the 
Harvard  Summer  School.  It  would  hardly  seem  probable  that 
one  could  extract  from  that  perspiring  mass  of  overworked  teach- 
ers and  conditioned  students  a  love  story  of  either  romantic  or 
literary  interest.  But  in  its  very  novelty  there  is  a  charm.  The 
author  has  very  skillfully  drawn  for  his  hero  a  blonde  young  man 
in  a  blue  coat,  duck  trousers  of  spotless  white,  a  pink  shirt,  and 
carrying  a  palm  leaf  fan  both  for  use  and  ornament ;  for  his  hero- 
ine, a  shirt  waist,  golf  skirt,  and  some  other  things  that  shine  in  a 


98 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


great  measure  by  comparison.  The  former  is  a  teacher,  the 
latter  a  student.  The  book  is  written  in  a  bright,  interesting 
style  and  abounds  in  humorous  situations. 

Small,  Maynard  &  Company  have  clothed  it  in  light  green 
cloth  with  a  very  handsome  poster  cover.  The  external  appear- 
ance of  the  volume  harmonizes  with  the  light,  airy  prettiness  of 
the  story,  and  shows  the  usual  excellent  taste  that  characterizes 
the  productions  of  this  publishing  house.  c. 

"  Plish  and  Plum,"  translated  by  Chas.  T.  Brooks  from  the 
German.    Little,  Brown  &  Co.    Price,  $1.00. 

This  is  a  story  of  two  dogs,  and  is  told  in  an  original  way. 
Naturally,  such  a  story  in  verse  is  not  an  addition  to  a  library  so 
much  as  it  is  a  curiosity.  It  is  bright,  but  beyond  that  is  not 
useful.  G.  E.  M. 

Principles  of  Public  Speaking  by  Guy  Carleton  Lee,  Ph.D. 
G.  P.  Putnam's  Sons.    Price,  $1.75. 

"  Principles  of  Public  Speaking  "  by  Guy  Carleton  Lee,  is  an 
excellent  volume  wherein  we  find  "  not  only  the  elements  of  vocal 
culture  and  the  treatment  of  extemporaneous  speaking  and  debate, 
but  also  a  manual  of  Parlimentary  Law,"  as  the  author  says  in  his 
preface.  It  is  carefully  compiled  and  can  safely  be  regarded  as  an 
authority.  The  selections  from  well  known  authors  are  chosen 
with  good  taste  and  the  whole  volume  deserves  the  attention  of 
all  interested  in  the  subject  of  which  it  treats.  e.  w.  b. 

(Books  Received ;  to  be  Reviewed  Next  Month.) 

"  The  Queen's  Twin,"  by  Sarah  Orme  Jewett.  Boston  ; 
Houghton,  Mifflin  &  Co.,  $1.25. 

"  Raphael,  Pictures  and  Explanations,"  by  Estelle  M. 
Hurll.    Houghton,  Mifflin  &  Co. 


Exchanges 


A  MEMORY. 

Over  the  links  at  the  close  of  day, 

Cupid  our  caddy  and  guide, 
Lucy  and  I  played  golf.    Who  won  ? 

You  know,  caddy, 

[But  don't  confide  !] 

Little  you  thought  of  the  mischief  wrought 

As  hours  of  the  even  sped. 
Hearts  were  hazards  ;  we  played  for  points  ; 

Love  was  the  stake, — 
I  stood  ahead. 

What  was  the  game  that  prolonged  the  night, 

Wrapt  in  the  mist  and  the  dew  ? 
Who  was  the  victor  ?    What  the  prize  ? 

I  know,  sweetheart, — 
[And  so  do  you  !] 

K.  Banning  in  Dartmouth  Literary  Monthly. 

*  * 

FINITENESS. 

You  say,  "  He  understands,"  and  "  He  knows  best." 

How  can  he  know, — the  Infinitely  Great, 

The  Perfect,  Unrestricted,  Separate, — 
How  can  he  feel  the  pang  of  souls  distressed 
With  struggle  caused  by  finiteness,  or  test 

By  His  perfection  our  imperfect  state, 

Restrictions,  and  sin-essence  here  innate, 
From  man  to  man  the  terrible  bequest  ? 

You  tell  me,  He  knows  all.    The  Far  Above, 

The  great  Impartial,  Universal  God, — 
How  can  He  know  fierce  singleness  of  love, 

The  passion-path  not  even  Christ  hath  trod  ? 
I  know  not.    So  I  glory  in  my  sin 
And  in  my  love.    He  hath  no  part  therein. 

Amherst  Literary  Monthly. 


ioo  THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


BECAUSE  IT'S  YOU. 

Dear  little  one,  you  ask  me  what  it  is 

That  makes  me  love  you  —  does  the  wild  rose  know 

What  makes  her  tremble  as  the  zephyrs  go 
Rippling  across  the  dusk  her  leaves  to  kiss  ? 

Can  any  one  by  any  wisdom  tell 

What  holds  the  bee  enamored  while  he  sips 

The  honey  from  the  honeysuckle's  lips  ? 
Can  anything  that  loves  explain  the  spell  ? 

I  would  not  even  make  attempt  to  guess 
Which  gift  it  was  that  wrought  the  miracle, 
And  holds  my  soul  with  such  a  sovereign  spell, — 

I  only  know  I  love  your  loveliness. 

The  splendor  of  your  eyes  of  matchless  hue, 

Sweetheart,  and  the  rare,  subtle,  nameless  grace 
That  beams  and  brightens  in  your  beauteous  face, — 

I  love  you,  little  one, —  because  it's  you. 

Hekfi  Ruth  Stout \  Smith  College  Monthly. 
*  O 

A  CANTER  THROUGH  THE  WOODS. 

The  bridle  path  was  stuffed  with  leaves ; 
The  elm  trees  spread  like  harvest  sheaves ; 

The  woods  —  a  blur  of  color. 
So  boot  and  saddle,  hark  away ! 
To  stay  at  home  on  such  a  day, 

Could  anything  be  duller  ? 

The  ponies  gaily  rocked  along, 
The  creaking  saddle's  easy  song 

Dreamier,  softer  growing. 
The  dusky  glow  the  forest  shed, 
My  lady's  cheeks  reflected  —  red  — 

But,  then,  the  wind  was  blowing. 

Yale  Record. 
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Latin  student  (?)  comes  to  class, 

Trusting  to  his  "  pony," 
Reads  translations  from  the  book. 

Then  hands  it  to  his  crony. 
Latin  student,  you're  unwise, 

Teacher's  head  is  clear,  oh  ! 
And  you'll  find  to  your  surprise, 

That  you've  been  marked  zero. 
Student  fore  end  take  my  advice, 

Learn  the  task  verbatim  ; 
Though  at  first  'tis  not  so  nice, 

You'll  get  there  sure,  gradatim. 


BROOKS  BROTHERS,  ^ 


BROADWAY,  cor.  22d  Street,  NEW  YORK  CITY 


Some  Mid-Winter  Suggestions  for  Indoors  and  Out. 


All  Clothing  for  Winter  Sports  and  Amusements. 

Everything  Usual  in  Furnishings — Much  Unusual.  For  CHRIST- 
MAS possibly — a  Breakfast  Jacket  or  English  Kit-Bag 
or — our  catalogue  will  name  them  all. 


Exchange 


us ®l»iis nm&  ISIS 
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Dr.  3.  5.  Hicljar&s 

94  Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass* 

Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Dr.  <L  ED.  Scott, 

Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass* 

Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Dr.  3ot?n  p.  Correa, 

Physician  and  Surgfeon       ♦*♦       1 4  Essex  Street* 

TELEPHONE  22-4.  Office  Hours:  Until  10;  3  to  5  p.  m.;  after  7  p.  m. 

P.  A.  >92. 

(Sharks  <£.  Ctbbott,  m.  D., 

Physician  and  Surgfeon    *\    70  Main  St*,  Andover* 

Office  Hours :  Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

<£bwavb  <L  (Eonrog,  a  2H.,  ZH.  D., 

Office  and  Residence,         **♦         36  Main  Street. 

Office  Hours  :  Until  10  a.  m.;  2  'till  4  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Jjennj  £.  Clarke,  211.  D., 

3  Punchard  Avenue       •%       Andover,  Mass* 

Office  Hours  :  Until  9.30  a.  m.;  1.30  to  3,  7  to  8  p.  m. 

albert  <E.  fjulme, 
D.  2tt.  D. 

€♦  fj.  (Silbert,  ZtL  D.  5*, 

DENTAL  ROOMS 

Bank  Building:         *\         Andover,  Mass* 
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We  Want 

Every  Andover  Man  to  "Wear 

lawman's  Uarsity  Shoes 


HIGH-CLASS  ONLY, 
Made  and  Sold  only  by 


NEWMAN  the  SHOmAN 

7.9  TREMONT  ST.,  1  REMONT  BUILDING, 
Harvard  Square,  Cambridge.  ....BOSTON 

"  John  says  he  speaks  about  sixty  words  a  minute  in  his  debate." 
"  They're  all  second  thoughts,  eh  !  " — The  Yale  Record, 

CARL  J.  HORNER 

i*i  i<i  i*i  i#i  i*i        Sii.  ate  i*i  >*i  i*i  gUflfc 

XQbe  =  fbbotograpber 

########## 

11  WINTER  ST.,  -  BOSTON. 


5peuil  Rite?  to  Students  of  Phillips  Andover  Aciderny, 
(lis?  Work  i  Speciality.       Elmtor  to  Studio. 
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LEWIS  T.  HARDY 
JOSEPH  F.  COLE 


HARDY  &  COLE 

b'mJT— r~    ^guilders  and  Lumber  Dealers 

Box  Making,  Planing,  Sawing  and 

Matching  done  to  order.    Kindling  Wood  by  the  load. 

...P.  A.  Students  would  do  well  to  remember  that... 

Smith  &  Manning        Winter  Underwear 

Call  at  their  store  8  ESSEX  STREET,  and  see  for  yourselves. 

T.  J.  FARMER 
Fish  of  all  Kinds    •••  •••  Oysters,  Clams  and  Lobsters 

IS  Barnard's  Court,  Andover 


"  And  is  Bockford  so  much  of  an  orator  ? 

"  Man,  he  could  describe  a  boarding-house  dried-beef  supper  in  such 
language  that  your  mouth  would  water  with  desire." 

— Rochester  Sunday  Herald. 


M.  T.  WALSH 
DEALER  IN  STOVES,  RANGES  AND  FURNACES. 

Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  Water  Heating.        Shop,  Essex  St.  Andover 

HENRY  P.  NOYES 

FURNITURE 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 


DEALER 
....IN. 


EDWIN  C.  PIKE 
Stoves,  Lamps,  Oil,  Tin  and  Glass  Ware. 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WARE,  CROCKERY,  ETC. 

PARK  ST.,  ANDOVER,  MASS. 


IF  YOU 

DESIRE 


Fire,  Life  or  Accident  Insurance 


CALL  AT 


ROGER'S  Real  Estate  Agency,  ^^street? 

AN  DOVER,  MASS. 
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WILLOUGHBY  &  CO., 

181  ESSEX  STREET,  Cor.  Jackson, 
LAWRENCE. 


♦♦.pbotoarapbers*.. 

DEVELOPING  &  PRINTING 
AMATEUR  WORK. 


LA  FLEUR-DE-LIS, 

MAIN  STREET. 


Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions 

PICTURE  FRAMES,  BANNERS 

IN  ANDOVER  BLUE  AND  WHITE. 


W.  E.  STRATTON, 

Morrill  House  Annex, 

ANDOVER. 


TEACHER  OF 

Banjo,  Guitar  &  Mandolin 

INSTRUMENTS  FOR  SALE. 


O.  CHAPMAN.... 

...MAIN  STREET. 


DINING  ROOMS 

TOBACCO....  ....CIGARS 

...SOFT  DRINKS... 


"  I  hear  they  arrested  Whichkiss  during  the  last  rain  storm." 
"  Yes,  they  accused  him  of  running  a  pool  on  the  Campus," 

—  Yale  Record. 


J.  A.  SMART, 

BANK  BUILDING,  -  -  ANDOVER. 

Represents  Fire,  Life  and  Accident  Insurance. 
Best  Companies.     Lowest  Rates. 


Hre  U>ou  Unsurefc)  ? 

Is  your  House  Insured? 

Are  your  Furniture  6r°  Books  Insured? 


CURRAN  &  JOYCE, 

433,  435,  437  Common  St., 
LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


Ballardvale  -  Lithia  -  Water 


GINGER  ALE  &  SODA. 


H.  C.  TANNER, 

24  Main  Street, 

....HAVERHILL. 


Caterer 

For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events.  Everything 
used  is  of  first-class  quality,  and  the  Best 
of  Service  Guaranteed.  Prompt  Attention 
and  personal  supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 
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TELEPHONE  913-2  OXFORD. 


THOS.  K  BROOK  &  CO. 

 CHAMBERS  

4I0  WASHINGTON  ST.,    -     -    BOSTON,  MASS. 


Our  Importations  for  This  Season  Consist  of  a  Full  Line  of 

Overcoatings,  -  Suitings  ■  and  ■  Crouserings 

Of  All  the  Leading  Makes.    An  early  Inspection  is  Respectfully  Solicited. 


WE  MAKE  A  SPECIALTY  OF 

*  *  3full  SUft  Xtnet)  Bress  Suit 
for  $50.00 

Gua.r2k.ntec  a  Perfect  Pit- 


"  Well,  she's  cooked  his  hash  for  him." 
"  Who  is  she  ?  " 

"  His  cook." — Harvard  Lampoon. 


M*  KEEZER  Highest  Cash  Prices  Paid 

*    *>o*>  t*  ' c  for  Cast-Off  Clothes. 

282  Tremont  Street, 

Leave  orders  at  Chap  s  or  Bemis'.    In  An- 
BostOIl,  MaSS.      dover  every  Monday,  Wednesday  and  Friday. 


T.  F.  KERNON,  PROPRIETOR. 


MERiCAN  AND 
ROPE  N  PLAN, 


445  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  HASS. 


HENRY    C.    KING    CO.,  „      Wholesale  and  Retad  Dealer^ 

9o  rroahway  Groceries  and  Provisions. 

106  SO.  BROADWAY,  ^  coal  m  m?mQ  ^ 

Telephone  33-2.           So.  Lawrence.  p|ain  and  Fancy  Bakers.    Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
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H.  M.  LEVINE 
bailor 

RCOM  20  JEWELER'S  BUILDING, 
373  WASHINGTON  ST.,  COR.  BROMFIELD  ST., 

BOSTON. 

pianos  *  ••To  R-"-' 


Uioiins,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings,  Etc. 

nvrn  ©    r*r\  337  eisseix  st-reiec-i-, 

DlZLR    Ot    \~KJ.9  LAWRENCE. 

f  Boston  and  Maine  Railroad  f 

The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England.  g& 


&        LOWEST  RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS 

I  West  Northwest  ©  Soa^e^  f 


Fast  Trains  With  Through  Sleeping  Cars  Between 

#  BOSTON 

!}!  ana  montreal,  Ottawa,  Coronto  

||   Cbicago,  St.  Paul  ana  Minneapolis 

0  Only  One  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST.  4p 

||  D.  J.  FLANDERS,  |! 

J^,  General  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent.  jJ|'*. 
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RHODES  &  MOULTON, 
...UP'tO'Date  Shoe  Parlors.,, 

STUDENTS'  SHOES,  Distinctive  in 
Style  and  Character  

Trices,  $3.00,  $3.50,  $4.00,  $4.50 

ALSO  UP-TO-DATE  RUBBER  GOODS. 


OFFICE  FOR 

Ixodes  9  /T\oultoi7 

Up-to-Date  Laundry...  ...First-Class  Work  Guaranteed 

5  Main  Street,  -  Andover,  Mass. 

The  Captain — Let  go  the  anchor  ! 

Willie-off-THE- yacht — I  haven't  got  a  hold  of  it,  sir. —  Yale  Record. 

JAS.  WARD,  Jr.  *  - 


. .  ♦  profcuces  tbe  ♦ .  • 

finest  Catalogue  and  JMagazine  GClork 
Souvenirs  and  Novelties  a  Specialty 
Samples  and  estimates  Submitted 


COR.  FRANKLIN  &  METHMEN  5T5 

LAWRENCE. 
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Geo.  L.  Griffin  &  Son 

rjjaj^      FURRIERS  &  HATTERS 

404  WASHINGTON  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


HAT5  FUR5 

Derby  and  vSoft  Hats  in  all  the  Latest  Styles  and  Colors.  College 
Caps  and  Outing  Hats  of  every  description. 

Special  attention  given  to  Young  Men's  STYLISH  HEADGEAR. 

We  carry  a  select  and  exclusive  line  of  Ladies'  Hats,  both  Imported 
and  Domestic. 

Fine  Furs  for  Ladies  and  Gentlemen.  Custom  Work  and  Repairing 
a  special  feature  of  this  department.  We  carry  a  choice  line  of  Seal 
Skins  and  Sables. 


QEO.  L.  QRIFFIN  &  SON. 


FROST  &  ADAMS  CO., 

Importers  .*.  37  Cornhill,  Boston,  Hass. 

flDatbematical  Instruments 
Brttsts'  materials 

For  Crayon  and  Charcoal  Drawing,  Oil  and  Water  Color 
Painting.     Architects'  and  Engineers'  Supplies,  Etc. 
Picture  Framing  a  Specialty. 


DISCOUNT  TO  STUDENTS. 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


XIX 


MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 

Doing  Business  at  the  Old  Stand.  IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor 

Depot  Carriages  meet  all  Boston  Trains,  and  earn-  passengers  to  the  station  at  short 
notice.  First-class  Rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.  P.  A.  patronage  respect- 
fully solicited  and  satisfaction  guaranteed. 

Long  Distance  Telephone  Connection  at  Mansion  House. 

W.  J.  BURNS, 
bailor  and  furnisher 

Agent  for  Imperial  Laundry  

AN DOVER,  MASS. 

T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 

Dry  Goods  and  Groceries 

Special  Attention  Paid  to  Crockery. 

...ANDOVER  AND  NO.  ANDOVER 

ZXk  Hndover  Bookstore  & 

Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School 
Supplies.  Stationery  in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved, 
special  P.  A.  Paper.  See  our  Andover  Fountain  Pen. 
Price  reduced  to  $1.50.  Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals.  ........ 

GEO.  A»  HIGGDNS  &  C©.p 

f\^W  ST.t  ANDOVER. 
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6.  W-  6HANDLER, 

Deader  in  (oaJ  amd  Wood.  Te^mios:  mi  Jobbing 
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PHILLIPS  ACADEMY  m^a- 

Cecil  F.  P.  Bancroft,  Ph.  D.,  LLD,  Principal. 

THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges, 
the  scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools. 
One  hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 
The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 
The  pupils  last  year  numbered  over  four  hundred,  less  than  one 
half  of  whom  were  from  New  England,  and  the  others  from  more  distant 
places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept.  21,  1899,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to  the 
accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amounts  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and  for 
copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 
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THE  READY  TO  WRITE  INSTRUMENT  OF  TO-DAY  IS 

Waterman'vS  Ideal  Fountain  Pen 

An  indispensable  convenience  for  Statesmen,  Lawyers, 
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and  Students.  Every  PEN  Warranted  to  Give  Satis- 
faction. Prices  according  to  value.  Catalogues  furnished. 
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"  My  mother  found  my  little  brother  putting  his  stockings  on  wrong 

side  out  this  morning." 
"Yes.    What  did  she  do  ?  " 

"  Turned  the  hose  on  him."  — Harvard  Lampoon. 
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CHASE  &  CO.  o» 


NEW  HAVEN  HOUSE  BLOCK. 


fiaberdasbers 


To  those  men  who  appreciate  the  niceties  in  dress  which  are  so  es- 
sential to  proper  personal  appearance,  and  to  those  intelligent  buyers  who 
appreciate  the  best. 

To  those  men  who  value  a  carefully  selected  stock  of  the  very  best 
the  market  offers  and  who  consider  the  advantages  of  a  tasty  selection  of 
the  latest  and  most  stylish  goods. 


"  There  is  poetry  in  everything,", mused  the  Editor,  as  he  glanced  at 
the  waste-basket. —  Yale  Record. 
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Botts — He's  a  shark. 

Trotts — Not  at  all     You  have  the  wrong  fish — he's  a  lobster. 

— Princeton  Tiger. 
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H  (Brabuate's  Beginning. 

BY  A  GRADUATE. 

{Continued from  December  number.) 

DEBATED  the  matter,  and  finally  decided  that  while 
two  of  the  six  hours  might  be  spent  very  profitably  in 
such  an  excursion  on  foot,  nevertheless,  I  didn't  feel  like  so 
much  exercise  on  the  chance  of  finding  Barney  and  his 
family  gone  to  Halifax  or  some  other  equally  inaccessible 
quarter. 

So  I  walked  aimlessly  along  the  dimly  lighted  streets, 
and  found  myself  passing  a  row  of  eating-houses  with 
five-cent  bills  of  fare.  Oh  for  a  nickel !  Would  I  have 
eaten  in  one  of  those  places  ?  I  am  afraid  I  should  have  dis- 
graced myself  to  that  extent  if  I  had  found  the  coin 
demanded.  I  instituted  another  exploration  of  my  pockets, 
but  as  nothing  had  crept  into  them  since  the  last  search,  I 
gave  it  up.  After  a  while,  I  crossed  a  bridge  and  stopped 
to  look  down  upon  the  dark  stream  below.  The  effect  was 
depressing  and  I  passed  on.  Across  the  next  corner  a 
Merry-go-round  was  set  up,  and  a  crowd  of  people  stood 
about  it.  I  went  over  there  and  watched  them.  As  soon  as 
a  bare-headed  man  in  a  cheviot  shirt  had  hawked  away 
enough  tickets  to  load  the  ring,  the  machinery  started.  I 
wondered  at  the  enjoyment  those  people  could  get  out  of 
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such  clanging  music  as  the  brass  pipes  of  the  mechanical 
organ  gave  forth.  Most  of  them  were  factory  workers, 
spending  part  of  their  hard  earned  wages  for  the  momentary 
intoxication  of  the  whirl  on  the  painted  wooden  horses  or  in 
the  tawdry  chariots  of  the  revolving  platform.  I  believe  the 
charm  of  it  for  them  lies  in  the  fact  that  for  the  time  being 
they  imagine  themselves  people  of  wealth  and  leisure,  in  real 
carriages  and  on  spirited  steeds  ;  they  look  down  with  a 
benign  face,  some  of  them,  and  bow  and  smile  upon  the 
crowds  below  them,  while  others  scorn  their  less  fortunate 
fellows  and  hold  up  their  heads  in  haughty  grandeur.  It 
takes  only  a  little  to  stretch  their  imaginations. 

Soon  tiring  of  the  spectacle,  I  wandered  back  to  the 
station.  A  train  was  just  pulling  in.  I  walked  along  beside 
the  cars,  observing  the  passengers  through  the  windows. 
An  old  lady  with  a  plain  black  bonnet  on  her  head  and  a 
black  shawl  over  her  shoulders  was  shoving  along  in  front  of 
her  an  old  fashioned,  wedge-shaped  carpet-bag  about  two  feet 
square.  I  stood  near  the  platform  as  she  came  out.  Her 
eye  lit  upon  my  cap,  one  of  those  striped  ones  that  used  to 
be  so  popular  among  students.  Shoving  her  bag  into  my 
hands,  she  said  in  a  sharp,  thin  voice, 

"Here,  take  this." 

I  took  it  mechanically,  looking  first  at  her  and  then  at 
the  bag. 

"Great  Scott !"  I  thought  suddenly.  "Maybe  there's 
a  baby  in  it !  "  I  had  heard  of  such  things,  and  I  was  about 
to  press  it  back  upon  her  when  she  said  sharply, 

"Bring  it  in  here,  won't  ye?"  and  marched  into  the 
waiting  room. 

"  Takes  me  for  a  porter,  by  George ! "  thought  I. 
"  Here's  luck.  It  will  be  worth  a  quarter  anyway,  which 
means  a  square  meal."  I  had  seen  at  a  respectable  looking 
place  not  far  up  the  street  a  sign  that  read, 
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"MEALS  AT  ALL  HOURS,  TWENTY-FIVE  CENTS." 

I  followed  her,  showed  her  a  seat,  and  awaited 
further  commands. 

"  I  want  to  go  to  Skyville  in  Pennsylvany,"  she  ex- 
plained.   "  When  does  the  train  go  ?" 

"Wait  a  moment,  madam,  I  will  see."  I  stepped  to 
the  ticket  window  and  inquired. 

"Accommodation  train's  ready  now ;  leaves  in  three  min- 
utes. Express  leaves  in  one  hour,  arrives  twenty  minutes 
ahead  of  the  accommodation,"  stated  the  officer. 

I  told  her  the  report. 

"Well,  I  guess  I'll  take  the  express,  if  it  gits  there 
sooner.  Wouldn't  you  ?  They  hain't  no  use  a  stoppin'  at 
every  little  town  if  you  hain't  got  to,  is  they  ?" 

"  Not  at  all,  Madam,  I  think  you  choose  wisely,"  I 
answered.    "  Is  there  anything  more  that  I  can  do  for  you  ?  " 

"Wait  a  minute,  I  want  to  see  if  I've  got  anything  to 
eat,"  and  she  opened  the  jaws  of  her  capacious  carpet  bag 
and  drew  out  of  its  stomach  a  bundle  of  paper.  When  un- 
folded, the  paper  contained  only  some  crumbs,  chicken-bones, 
and  grape-stems. 

"Where  kin  I  put  these  things  ? "  she  asked. 

I  rolled  up  the  bundle  for  her  and  deposited  it  on  a  box 
of  sawdust  across  the  room. 

"  Now  kin  you  show  me  where  I  kin  git  suthin'  to  eat? " 

Could  I  show  her  —  the  question  staggered  me.  Oh 
yes,  I  could  show  her  where.  If  there  was  anything  I  did 
know  just  then,  it  was  the  location  of  the  restaurants  in 
Binghampton.  I  could  show  her  a  large  choice.  Did  she 
want  to  eat  at  the  station  restaurant,  or  go  to  a  cheaper 
one  ?  or  — 

"  Where  is  a  cheaper  one  ? "  she  asked. 
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"Just  up  the  street,  Ma'am,  about  five  minutes'  walk." 

She  showed  distrust.  "I  guess  I'll  eat  in  the  deepo," 
she  said,  and  so  I  led  her  to  the  dining  room. 

She  sat  down  and  made  them  bring  her  cabbage  and 
corned  beef.  She  asked  for  boiled  pork  and  Indian  dump- 
lings, but  they  could  not  furnish  those  articles.  I  sat 
opposite  her  and  watched  her  eat.  I  know  I  looked  ravenous, 
and  so  indeed  I  felt  now,  for  I  had  eaten  nothing  since 
morning. 

"  You  'pear  as  if  you  could  eat  suthin'  too,"  she  re- 
marked, as  she  poked  a  knife-full  of  cabbage  into  her  mouth. 

"  I  haven't  had  anything  since  breakfast,  Madam,"  said 
I  solemnly. 

"  Hain't  ye  earn't  nothin'  all  day  ?" 

I  had  to  smile  at  the  idea.  "  No,  I  have  been  travelling," 
I  replied. 

"Travelin?  Well,  I  don't  blame  ye  for  bein'  hungry. 
I  got  dredful  hungry  myself  on  the  train  I  come  on  and  et 
up  all  the  vittles  I  brought  with  me,"  and  she  crammed  her 
mouth  again  with  cabbage. 

She  offered  me  nothing,  and  I  thought  her  very  obtuse. 
Soon  I  grew  angry  at  her  selfishness  or  stupidity,  whichever 
it  was.  Such  feelings  were  not  the  outgrowth  of  a  true 
gentlemanly  spirit,  I  confess.  But  get  hungry  and  hard  up 
yourself,  and  see  what  you  will  do  for  a  meal.  Things  look 
different  from  the  ordinary,  at  such  a  time.  She  continued 
to  forget  the  invitation  that  I  was  looking  for,'  and  I  began 
to  harbor  thoughts  of  revenge.  I  said  to  myself,  "  Wait,  my 
lady,  I'll  get  even  with  you."  I  know  she  was  an  old  lady, 
travelling  alone,  and  merited  all  the  attention  I  could  give 
her.  But  I  was  too  disappointed  with  things  in  general  to 
think  of  such  philosophy.  I  was  angry  at  myself  for  having 
gotten  into  such  a  situation,  unable  to  recover  my  pride  in 
my  own  achievements  that  I  had  enjoyed  the  day  before,  and 
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I  felt  like  wreaking  a  kind  of  mean  spite  on  the  first  victim 
presented. 

Suddenly  she  looked  up  and  said,  sharply, 
"  Bring  me  my  satchel." 

I  stared  at  her  in  indignant  astonishment.  Then  I 
remembered  the  part  I  was  playing,  cooled  down,  and  obedi- 
ently brought  her  carpet-bag.  She  opened  its  voracious 
maw  and  packed  away  in  it  all  the  bread  and  butter,  crackers, 
and  slices  of  corned  beef  that  were  left  from  her  feast.  I 
didn't  get  a  crumb. 

"Never  mind,"  I  kept  saying  to  myself.  "I'll  see  to  it 
when  the  settlement  comes."  Of  course,  it  wasn't  gallant  or 
anything  of  that  kind.  I  wouldn't  act  that  way  now.  I'd 
simply  help  the  old  lady  all  I  could  and  never  think  of  taking 
a  penny  for  it.  I'm  very  much  ashamed  of  my  behaviour  on 
that  night.  But  I  was  young,  and,  great  as  I  thought  myself 
the  day  before,  I  hadn't  yet  learned  to  think  of  the  altruistic 
side  of  everything.  I  regarded  myself  as  a  very  hungry 
young  gentleman  subjected  to  undeserved  indignities,  and  I 
intended  to  make  somebody  pay  for  it. 

The  old  lady  handed  me  her  bag,  and  declared  herself 
ready  to  go  where  she  could  find  her  train.  She  added 
complacently. 

"  You  kin  show  me  the  way." 

An  idea  struck  me.  It  was  meaner  than  any  of  the 
previous  ones  that  I  had  fostered  that  evening.  It  was  old 
too.  Its  age  certainly  should  have  made  me  ashamed  to  act 
upon  it.  But  I  put  it  to  immediate  service.  Taking  her 
bag,  I  led  her  east  a  whole  square,  back  into  the  city  two 
squares,  and  so  on  around  a  section  of  the  town  two  squares 
on  a  side  and  back  into  the  station  again. 

"Why,  this  deepo  looks  jess  like  the  other  one,"  said 
she.    The  remark  unsteadied  my  nerves  a  little,  and  I  looked 
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at  her  closely  as  we  came  under  the  lights,  but  she  didn't 
suspect  the  truth. 

"Yes,"  I  answered,  "everybody  notices  that.  It  was 
built  after  the  same  plans." 

I  led  her  into  the  waiting  room  and  there  I  received 
another  nervous  shock.  Right  in  front  of  us  lay  that 
infernal  bundle  of  papers  that  she  had  taken  out  of  her  bag. 
I  cast  a  quick  glance  at  her  face.  She  was  staring  at  a 
colored  map  on  the  wall  that  caught  her  eye  as  she  entered. 

"  Come  over  here,  and  you  can  sit  facing  the  trains," 
said  I,  and  I  seated  her  with  her  back  toward  the  tell-tale 
papers.  I  stood  in  front  of  her  and  looked  over  her  head  at 
the  bundle.  Observing  that  the  steam  radiator  in  the  center 
of  the  room  hid  it  from  view,  I  felt  relieved.  In  a  few  mo- 
ments another  train  rattled  into  the  station  and  the  guard's 
call  revealed  it  to  be  the  one  she  was  waiting  for.  She  was 
at  once  nervous  with  excitement. 

"  Now  hurry  up,  young  man.  Look  sharp  !  Bring  my 
satchel  along.  Now  help  me  up  the  steps."  She  made  no 
attempt  to  modulate  her  voice,  but  half  shrieked  her  orders 
at  me. 

"  You  have  plenty  of  time,  Madam,"  I  answered, 
moving  at  a  rate  of  speed  to  suit  myself. 

"Don't  answer  me  like  that,"  she  almost  screamed, 
"  You  come  right  along." 

I  would  have  slunk  out  of  sight  and  given  up,  if  I  could, 
the  money  I  was  going  to  charge  her.  Everybody  was 
looking  at  us.  There  was  no  escape,  however,  and  I 
hardened  my  heart. 

"  Well,"  she  said  as  she  settled  back  into  her  car-seat, 
"  You're  a  pretty  peart  talker  and  you've  helped  me  pretty 
well.    Now  I  suppose  you've  got  to  be  paid,  hain't  ye." 

"  Yes,  Madam,  1  don't  carry  trunks  for  sport,"  I  replied. 

"  How  much  do  ye  want  ?  " 
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I  started  to  say  five  dollars.  I  uttered  the  word, 
"Five" — then  it  occurred  to  me  that  if  I  charged  her  so 
much  she  would  refuse  to  pay  me  a  cent.  Not  wishing  for 
a  quarrel,  and  forgetting  the  number  I  had  mentioned,  I 
changed  the  word  dollars  to  "  cents." 

II  Five  cents  !  "  she  repeated  with  evident  relief  "  Why 
that  ain't  much."  But  she  had  nothing  smaller  than  a 
twenty-five  cent  piece.    Of  course  I  couldn't  change  it. 

"  I'll  get  the  c'nductor  to  break  it,"  she  said  rising. 

"Better  not  go  outside,"  I  interposed  hastily,  "The 
train  is  about  ready  to  start."  I  was  readv  to  kick  myself 
for  naming  so  small  an  amount. 

"Well,"  she  said  reluctantly,  after  staring  about  the  car 
and  out  of  the  window,  "  I  guess  you've  earn't  a  quarter 
anyway.    You  kin  take  it  along." 

"Thank  you,  madam,"  I  said,  and  then  I  made  a  bee- 
line  for  that  twenty-five  cent  eating  house.  I  have  seldom 
enjoyed  a  meal  more  than  I  did  that  one.  Not  even  break- 
fast at  home  with  my  mother  next  morning  tasted  better,  for 
she  rallied  me  too  much  about  my  first  exploit  as  a  graduate. 


Zhe  Coast  (Suarfc. 


BY  L.  P.  REED. 

^TpHERE  is  a  certain  little  fishing  village  on  Long  Island 
which  is  being  rapidly  spoiled  by  the  coming  of  a  rail- 
road and  the  visits  of  summer  tourists.  It  was  only  a  few  years 
ago  that  the  mail  used  to  be  brought  in  by  a  lumbering,  old- 
fashioned  coach.  Now,  with  its  summer  cottages,  its  casino 
and  golf  grounds,  the  village  has  lost  much  of  that  former 
quaintness  which  characterized  it  and  made  it  peculiar  and 
different  from  the  hundreds  of  other  villages  scattered  along 
the  coast. 

Its  inhabitants  are  mostly  sturdy  sailors.  One  of 
them,  in  particular,  it  is  my  fortune  to  know  very  well.  He 
is  an  old  man  now,  who,  having  played  his  part  in  life,  sits 
quietly  aside,  watching  the  world  move  around  him  and 
thinking  of  the  days  when  he  was  young.  But  his  health  is 
slowly  failing  and  the  rheumatism,  that  foe  of  all  old  soldiers 
and  sailors,  tightens  its  hold  upon  him  as  the  years  pass  by. 
He  has  seen  a  good  deal  of  life  and  now  and  then  relates  a 
bit  of  his  experiences.  When  he  is  in  the  right  mood,  he 
can  tell  a  story  that  would  put  many  a  polished  after-dinner 
speaker  to  shame. 

It  was  a  cold  rainy  day  when  he  told  me  this  one.  As  he 
was  seated  beside  a  blazing  fire  in  the  hearth  and  spoke  half 
to  himself  and  half  to  the  fire,  while  I,  busied  with  some 
fishing  tackle,  pretended  not  to  hear  him.  His  vernacular 
was  too  much  for  me  to  master,  but  the  story  itself  went 
something  like  this. 

In  the  early  fifties  he  had  entered  the  life  saving  service 
in  the  station  at  his  native  village.  It  was  easy  enough  to 
patrol  the  beach  in  the  early  autumn,  but  on  stormy  nights 
in  winter,  when  the  sky  was  overcast  and  the  wind  swept 
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down  the  naked  beach,  while  the  dull  monotonous  boom  of 
the  ocean  was  singing  in  his  ears,  it  proved  to  be  as  dreary 
and  melancholy  work  as  there  could  be. 

On  one  of  these  nights  he  started  out  as  usual.  It 
happened  to  be  Christmas  Eve  and  a  terrible  "  nor'easter  " 
was  raging  along  the  coast.  The  ice  was  caked  high  upon 
the  beach,  but  he  fought  his  way  ahead,  slipping  and  sliding 
at  every  step.  In  the  midst  of  the  snow  and  sleet  he  sud- 
denly saw  a  light  flashing  across  the  water.  A  boom  of  a 
gun  told  him  that  some  ship  was  in  distress  and  soon  rockets 
were  sent  up,  fast  and  furiously.  He  answered  their  signal 
by  burning  his  coastal  light  and  then  sent  back  to  the  station 
for  help.  It  was  no  use.  Again  and  again  they  tried  to 
launch  the  surf-boat,  but  each  time  failed.  It  was  impossible 
to  make  fast  a  line  to  the  ship  on  account  of  the  high  wind. 
The  merciless  pounding  of  the  waves  soon  told  upon  the 
beams  of  the  ship  and  from  the  shore  they  could  see  the 
men  swept  away  from  their  position  on  the  mizzen-mast,  one 
by  one.  Before  anything  could  be  done  the  vessel  was 
shattered  to  pieces  on  the  bar.  The  next  morning,  the  body 
of  a  man,  apparently  a  foreigner,  was  washed  high  and  dry 
upon  the  sands  and  some  of  the  ship's  cargo  afterwards  came 
ashore,  but  the  owners  of  the  ship  were  never  discovered  and 
the  man  was  never  identified. 

It  happened  that  a  year  from  that  time  he  had  the  same 
patrol  again.  It  was  a  far  different  Christinas  Eve  than 
before.  The  stars  were  shining  brightly  and  a  full  moon 
lighted  up  the  dark  waters.  The  waves  washed  peacefully 
upon  the  beach,  while  far  out  at  sea  he  saw  the  dim  lights  of 
some  steamer.  Everything,  except  the  ever  restless  ocean, 
seemed  asleep  and  all  was  peaceful  and  still,  when  suddenly, 
not  a  mile  from  shore,  a  ship  appeared  making  straight  for 
the  bar.  On  she  came,  ploughing  up  the  water,  while  the 
spray  dashed  high  upon  her  sides.    He  started  to  burn  his 
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light  to  warn  her  off,  when,  to  his  surprise,  he  heard  a 
muffled  boom,  as  though  a  ship  far  away  were  in  distress. 
Then  rockets  were  sent  up,  one  after  another,  and  all  was 
still.  He  looked  for  the  ship,  but  it  had  disappeared  as 
quickly  and  mysteriously  as  it  had  come.  The  stars  were 
still  shining  and  the  moon  was  as  bright  as  ever.  He 
rubbed  his  eyes  and  looked  again.  There,  half-hidden  by 
the  shifting  sands  of  the  bar  and  covered  with  moss  and 
shells,  he  saw  only  a  sunken  hulk ;  the  hulk  of  the  ship 
which  was  lost  the  year  before. 


Gbe  Hypocrite* 

BY  ROBERT  RUDD  WHITING,  EX-P.  S.  '97. 

"'HpO-NIGHT'S  Friday,  —  guess  I'll  go  to  Inquiry,"  re- 
marked "  Stumpsey  "  Wintrode,  who  was  lying  on 
the  window  seat,  blowing  very  big  smoke  rings  for  such  a 
very  little  boy.  Blackmore  and  "Colonel  "  Ross  paid  no  at- 
tention to  this  interruption,  but  kept  busily  on  in  their  vain 
endeavors  to  solve  almost  impossible  algebraic  problems. 

At  length  Blackmore  pushed  back  his  chair  and 
stretched.  "  Do  you  know,"  he  said  with  a  yawn,  "  I've 
come  to  the  conclusion  that  the  '  tree  of  knowledge  '  has  im- 
aginary roots.  What's  that  '  Stumpsey,'  you  going  to  In- 
quiry ?  Why  can't  you  be  just  plain  lazy  without  being  a 
hypocrite  about  it  as  well  ?" 

"  Not  at  all ;  I'm  not,"  replied  Wintrode.  "  I  just  want 
to  show  them  that  a  fellow  can  be  religious,  attend  prayer 
meetings,  and  at  the  same  time  wear  a  clean  collar.  Yours 
looks  fairly  respectable  ;  you'd  best  come  along.  There  goes 
the  bell  now,"  and  he  picked  up  his  hat  and  started  for  the 
door. 

11  Do  you  know  I  think  I  will  go  along,  just  to  see  that 
the  little  runt  behaves  himself.    Wait  a  minute,  Stumps  !" 

Once  outside,  the  two  walked  hurriedly  up  Main  Street 
across  the  lawn  to  the  Academy  and  entered  Society  Hall 
just  on  the  last  stroke  of  the  bell.  They  seated  themselves 
on  one  of  the  benches  in  the  rear  of  the  room,  and  while 
waiting  for  the  leader  to  begin  his  opening  prayer,  bore 
bravely  the  looks  of  askance  about  them  —  for  even  in  that 
most  sincere  of  school  religious  societies,  there  were  those 
among  the  twenty  or  thirty  present  who,  unconsciously  per- 
haps, could  not  help  regarding  the  presence  of  "  Stumpsey  " 
Wintrode  and  "  Bob  "  Blackmore  from  somewhat  of  a  "holier- 
than-thou  "  point  of  view. 
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After  the  prayer  the  leader  read  the  text  for  the  even- 
ing, and  made  a  few  awkwardly  put  but  evidently  sincere  re- 
marks upon  it.  The  meeting  was  then  left  in  the  hands  of 
those  present  and  some  spoke,  while  still  others  called  upon 
the  volunteer  organist  to  play  certain  favorite  hymns, 
whereat  the  little  congregation  arose  and  sang.  Thus  the 
service  went  on  as  if  it  were  a  Shaker  meeting,  where  each 
one  does  as  inspiration  prompts  him,  and,  as  with  a  Shaker 
meeting,  its  very  simplicity  made  it  the  more  impressive. 

"  Little  hypocrite!"  muttered  Blackmore  from  time  to 
time  as  he  glanced  over  at  Wintrode,  who,  in  his  earnest  at- 
tention, appeared  utterly  oblivious  to  everything  but  the  ser- 
vice. When  the  meeting  was  about  three  quarters  way 
through,  there  came  a  long,  awkward  silence  which  no  one 
seemed  inspired  to  break.  At  last  "  Stumpsey  "  Wintrode 
arose  hesitatingly,  and  shyly  surveyed  the  surprised  faces 
about  him.  Blackmore  started  to  whisper  something  to  him, 
but  only  shifted  uneasily  in  his  seat,  and  bit  his  lip  as  if 
worried. 

"  I  suppose,"  began  "  Stumpsey,"  speaking  with  slow 
deliberation,  "  that  all  of  you  fellows  here  believe  in  God. 
You've  never  questioned  the  possibility  of  any  other  God 
but  our  God  being  the  right  God  ;  you've  just  gone  on  be- 
lieving in  Christianity  because  you've  been  brought  up  to. 
You  feel,  you  know  instinctively  that  Christianity  must  be 
right.  But  have  you  fellows  ever  stopped  to  think  how 
many  Mohammedans,  how  many  Buddhists,  in  short  how 
many  non-Christians  of  every  sort  there  are,  each  of  whom 
has  been  brought  up  in  that  same  way  to  feel  and  to  im- 
plicitly believe  that  his  particular  religion  must  be  the  right 
one  ?  What  could  you  do  to  convert  such  a  man  as  one  of 
these  to  our  faith  ?  It  would  be  of  no  use  to  say  to  him,  '  I 
know  that  my  belief  is  the  true  belief,'  for  he  could  reply  in 
the  same  words,  and  with  just  as  much  sincerity.  Did  you 
ever  ask  yourselves  how  you  could  persuade  an  agnostic  that 
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there  is  a  hereafter,  that  there  is  a  God,  and  that  that  God 
is  our  God  ?  Since  Christianity  is  true  there  must  be  some 
convincing  argument  in  its  favor,  and  I  think  that  it  is  the 
duty  of  every  one  of  us  to  acquaint  ourselves  with  such  an 
argument — not  that  we  need  it  to  believe,  but  because  at 
some  time  when  we  least  expect  it  we  may  need  it  in  order 
to  make  others  believe." 

"To-night,  before  I  came  over  here,  I  was  thinking  of 
all  this,  and  trying  to  show  myself  why  my  faith  is  what  it  is. 
In  the  first  place  I  convinced  myself  that  there  must  be  a 
God  ;  for  almost  everyone,  whether  savage  or  civilized,  be- 
lieves in  some  supreme  power  or  being.  It  may  be  the  sun, 
or  fire,  or  a  mineral,  or  an  image,  but  it  is  always  someone  or 
something.  Therefore,  taking  into  consideration  this  nearly 
universal  instinct,  I  think  it  safe  for  us  to  admit  the  proba- 
bility of  a  supreme  divinity.  Next  we  come  to  the  question 
of  life  everlasting.  Men  believe  in  and  hope  for  a  continu- 
ance of  existence  after  this  life,  and  all  religions  teach  that 
there  is  such  an  hereafter.  Leaving  aside  the  scientific 
proofs  of  the  indestructibility  of  the  soul,  and  granting  there 
is  a  God,  does  it  seem  reasonable  to  suppose  that  he  would 
inspire  men  with  this  belief  in,  and  longing  for,  life  ever- 
lasting, if  there  were  none  ?  I  think  not.  And  now,  lastly, 
why  is  the  Christian  religion  the  true  religion  ?  Well,  we 
cannot  argue  according  to  moral  standards,  for  if  we  know 
no  religion  we  have  no  fixed  standard.  We  must  ask 
ourselves  if  it  is  the  belief  which  accords  most  closely  with 
the  laws  of  nature ;  if  it  is  the  belief  which  makes  man 
strongest  mentally  and  cleanliest  in  his  manner  of  living  ; 
and  finally,  if  it  is  the  belief  that  has  dene  most  toward  civil- 
ization. When  we  have  asked  ourselves  these  questions,  I 
think  the  answer  must  be  'Yes.'  But — well — er — that's 
about  all  I  wanted  to  say  fellows." 

When  the  service  was  over  "  Bob "  Blackmore  and 
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"  Stumpsey  "  Wintrode  walked  silently  back  to  their  boarding 
house  and  mounted  the  stairs  to  their  room. 

"  Well,"  said  "  Colonel  "  Ross,  looking  up  as  they  en- 
tered the  study,  "  did  the  clean  collars  make  a  hit?" 

"  Shut  up!"  growled  Blackmore,  and  Ross  whistled 
softly  and  went  on  with  his  work. 


Gbe  Transvaal  ©ueetton  from  a  JBrtttsb 
Stanfcpoint, 


NGLAND'S  difficulties  in  South  Africa  began  as  early 


*  as  1834,  when  the  British  government  issued  a  procla- 
mation emancipating  the  slaves  of  the  Dutch  farmers.  Al- 
though she  granted  the  slave  owners  a  recompense  of  three 
million  pounds,  they  felt  highly  injured  ;  this  supposed  in- 
jury was  further  augmented  by  the  English  interference  in 
their  treatment  of  the  native  servants.  As  a  result,  in  1836, 
they  trekked  to  that  region  north  of  the  Vaal  River,  driving 
out  the  Matabele.  There  they  pushed  liberty  to  its  extreme, 
fighting  among  themselves  for  leadership,  and  all  uniting 
against  the  blacks.  As  they  continued  the  practice  of  slave 
owning  and  threatened  the  safety  of  Cape  Colony,  by  their 
continual  warfare  with  the  various  native  kings  for  the  pos- 
session of  the  latter's  land,  England  was  compelled  to  assert 
her  prerogative  of  ,l  Once  a  British  subject,  always  a  British 
subject." 

When  the  country  became  more  settled,  in  the  Sand 
River  convention  of  1852  England  granted  the  Boers  living 
beyond  the  Vaal,  the  right  to  govern  themselves  with  the 
provision  that  "  no  slavery  shall  be  permitted  north  of  the 
Vaal  River."  Two  years  later,  parliament  determined  to  re- 
nounce sovereignty  over  the  Orange  River  territory  and  even 
voted  forty-eight  thousand  pounds  as  a  compensation.  A 
convention  was  accordingly  held  at  Bloemfontein  in  1854 
in  which  the  British  government  guaranteed  the  future  in- 
dependence of  the  country  and  its  government,  provided 
that  no  slavery  be  permitted  north  of  the  Orange  River. 
The  Free  States  prospered  and  previous  to  the  present  war 
were  very  friendly  towards  England. 

The  Boers,  however,  didn't  seem  to  make  any  headway. 
They  set  up  a  government,  but  refused  to  pay  taxes  for  its 
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support.  They  continued  the  practice  of  slave  owning  and 
of  grabbing  land  from  the  native  chiefs.  This  policy  very 
soon  brought  upon  them  the  hostility  of  the  natives,  so  that 
in  1877  they  were  attacked  and  defeated  by  Sikukim,  a 
Kaffir  chief,  who  lived  among  the  mountains  in  the  northeast, 
and  were  threatened  by  Cetewayo  on  the  south.  Their  gov- 
ernment was  bankrupt,  only  three  dollars  being  in  the  treas- 
ury. To  save  themselves  from  annihilation  they  appealed  to 
the  British  government  for  help. 

Sir  Theophilus  Shepstone  was  sent  to  find  out  the  con- 
dition of  the  country,  with  instructions  to  place  the  Trans- 
vaal again  under  British  control,  if  the  inhabitants  were  will- 
ing. The  inhabitants  were  "  willing,"  and  on  April  12,  1877, 
Sir  Theophilus  Shepstone,  guarded  by  not  a  single  redcoat, 
hoisted  the  British  flag,  with  the  assistance  of  half  a  dozen 
policemen,  in  the  market  place  of  Pretoria.  At  the  same 
time  England  sent  a  large  force  against  the  blacks.  Great 
Britain's  action  at  this  time  was  not  for  mines,  for  there 
were  none,  but  for  the  protection  of  a  bankrupt  government. 

The  Boers  didn't  fight  for  freedom  while  the  British 
soldiers  were  dying  for  them  !  But  when  their  enemies  were 
conquered,  when  their  country  had  been  placed  on  a  firm 
basis  and  the  British  soldiers  withdrawn,  they  rebelled. 
There  were  then  scarcely  a  thousand  British  soldiers  in  all 
South  Africa.  With  this  small  force  was  fought  Mayuba 
Hill  and  Laings  Mek  against  seven  thousand  Boers. 

In  1884,  Gladstone  made  for  Great  Britain  the  greatest 
mistake  of  his  life  by  ordering  an  armistice  when  the  British 
commander  was  on  the  point  of  advancing  with  a  force  of 
freshly  arrived  troops  which  the  Boers  could  not  possibly 
have  withstood.  Peace  was  shortly  afterwards  declared. 
In  1 88 1  a  convention  was  held  at  Pretoria,  the  terms  of 
which  recognized  the  Transvaal  as  autonomous,  subject  to 
the  suzerainty  of  the  Queen,  to  British  control  of  its  foreign 
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policy,  to  the  condition  that  it  should  allow  British  soldiers 
to  pass  through  the  country  in  time  of  war,  and  that  it  should 
guarantee  the  protection  of  the  natives.  In  1884,  the  Boers 
induced  Lord  Derby,  the  Colonial  Secretary,  to  agree  to  a 
new  convention.  This  was  called  the  "  Convention  of  Lon- 
don," and  the  articles  of  it  were  substituted  for  certain  art- 
icles of  the  convention  of  1881. 

The  Boers  claim  that  as  the  word  "Suzerainty"  was 
not  mentioned  in  this  last  convention,  England  renounced  all 
right  to  interfere  in  the  affairs  of  the  Transvaal.  Now  as 
this  last  convention  simply  resulted  in  a  number  of  articles 
in  the  form  of  concessions,  which  were  substituted  for  cer- 
tain specified  articles  in  the  previous  convention,  and  inas- 
much as  the  clause  containing  the  word  "  Suzerainty  "  was 
not  substituted  by  any  article,  it  still  exists.  But  Great 
Britain's  object  in  undertaking  the  present  war  was  not  for 
that,  nor  for  the  mines,  as  some  of  her  enemies  say,  but  for 
the  protection  of  British  subjects.  In  1890  the  Boer  gov- 
ernment passed  a  law,  which  debarred  an  immigrant  from 
voting,  until  he  had  passed  the  age  of  forty  and  had  resided 
twelve  years  in  the  country  after  taking  the  oath.  Since 
then,  other  laws  have  been  passed  which  have  taken  away 
from  the  Utlanders,  every  right.  The  Boers  refuse  to  allow 
them  even  a  moderate  representation  in  the  government. 
They  will  not  grant  them  the  common  right,  even  in  local 
affairs,  of  learning  how  their  money  is  spent,  although  they 
compel  each  man  to  pay  an  average  tax  of  sixty-four  dollars 
a  year.  No  provision  is  made  for  the  education  of  British 
children.  Partiality  is  shown  in  the  courts.  The  right  of 
free  speech  is  not  permitted.  A  Boer  policeman  is  under  no 
obligation  to  protect  a  foreigner.  The  Utlanders  have  ap- 
pealed time  and  time  again  to  the  Boer  government  for  re- 
forms. Each  time  they  have  been  spurned  with  contempt. 
Upon  one  occasion  they  were  jeeringly  told  that  "if  they 
wanted  reforms  they  must  fight  for  them  !  "    A  petition  was 
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sent  to  the  Queen,  signed  by  twenty  thousand  Utlanders, 
residing  in  the  Transvaal,  begging  her  to  use  the  influence 
of  her  government.  The  British  parliament  in  vain  appealed 
to  the  Boers;  and  in  1897,  even  offered  to  guarantee  their 
independence.    But  this  offer  was  rejected. 

Does  this  look  as  if  the  English  government  forced  this 
war  upon  the  Boers  ?  Could  she  stand  idly  by  and  see  a 
hundred  and  twenty  five  thousand  of  her  subjects  practically 
support  a  corrupt  government,  from  which  they  did  not  get 
even  police  protection  ?  Could  she  forget  her  honor  and  the 
ancient  prestige  of  the  British  flag,  by  refusing  to  protect 
her  own  kindred  in  their  time  of  need,  when  in  1877,  sne 
spent  millions  of  dollars  and  sacrificed  thousands  of  lives  in 
protecting  the  homes  of  the  Boers  against  the  Zulus  ? 
Could  she  forget  that  not  many  years  ago  she  had  sent  an 
army  into  Abyssinia  to  protect  one  British  subject  ? 

There  was  left  to  England  the  choice  of  two  paths  — 
either  to  turn  a  deaf  ear  to  the  cry  of  her  sons  and  earn  the 
ignorant  approbation  of  the  Boer  sympathizers,  or  to  throw 
down  the  gauntlet  and  defy  the  world.  She  chose  the  latter 
path  —  the  path  of  duty;  and  for  this  she  is  condemned  — 
more  in  America  than  in  any  other  country.  Americans  do 
not  remember  how  they  obtained  Texas.  They  cannot  de- 
ny that  their  government  is  subduing  the  Philippine  Islands 
with  the  sole  object  of  obtaining  a  coaling  station  in  1>he 
East,  and  are  crushing  a  people  whose  only  fault  is  their  in- 
tense love  for  freedom.  They  forget  that  at  the  time  of  the 
Spanish-American  war,  Great  Britain  stood  alone,  the  cham- 
pion of  America,  against  hostile  Europe.  At  that  time  the 
cry  was  not  "  On  with  Fenian  plots  !"  or  "  Brittania  delenda 
est  !"  England  was  then  "  our  dear  cousin."  It  is  the 
same  old  story  again  of  the  fair  weather  friend. 

England  has  suffered  reverses  in  this  war.  Many  of 
her  dearest  sons  are  sleeping  beneath  the  tall  veldt  grass 
of  South  Africa  and  many  homes  are  desolate.     But  instead 
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of  being  appalled,  Britishers  in  every  part  of  the  world  are 
united  to  a  man,  in  the  determination  to  win,  so  that  now 
Great  Britain  stands  defiant,  stronger  than  ever  in  the  unity 
of  her  empire,  and  ready  to  throw  the  challenge  to  the 
world. 


Jibe  flDontb, 

Jan.  4,  Second  term  began. 

Jan.  12,  Trials  held  for  the  Philo-Forum  Debate  resulted  in 
the  appointment  of  E.W.  Baker  and  F.  J.  O'Connor  for  Forum  and 
G.  E.  Merrill  and  Sweet  for  Philo. 

Jan.  13,  Newtowne  A.  A.  defeated  Andover  in  hockey  by  a 
score  of  6-0. 

Jan.  16,  An  exhibition  of  Legerdemain  was  given  by  G.  G. 
Martin  in  the  Chapel. 

Jan.  20,  "  Veteran  Senior"  Banquet  was  held  at  the  Franklin 
House,  Lawrence. 

Jan.  23,  A  very  successful  Vaudeville  show  was  given  in  the 
Town  Hall. 

Jan.  27.  An  Indoor  Track  Meet  was  given  by  Boston  College 
in  Mechanics'  Hall.  Andover  beat  Harvard  '03  in  a  closely  con- 
tested Relay  Race. 

Jan.  31.  Andover  beat  Town  Team  in  Hockey.    Score,  5-2. 

Feb.  3,  Andover  participated  in  B.  A.  A.'s  Meet  in  Mechanics 
Hall.    Andover  easily  defeated  Exeter's  Relay  Team. 

Feb.  6,  A  dinner  was  given  by  the  Phillipian  Board  to  its  new 
members,  at  the  Mansion  House. 

Feb.  9,  Philo  and  Forum  held  an  interesting  joint  meeting  in 
Room  9. 
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BILL  GILBERT,  LUMBER-BOSS. 

September,  the  best  month  of  all  the  twelve,  had  come,  and  I, 
as  my  custom  is,  had  gone  a-hermitting  to  the  fragrant  woods  of 
Maine.  That  part  of  the  happy  wilderness  to  which  I  betook  my- 
self was  new  to  me — new  even  to  the  lumberman,  whose  advance 
guards  were  already  making  ready  for  the  big  crews  which  would 
follow. 

Here,  walking  one  day  over  a  new  lumber-road  with  Fred 
Brant,  that  best  of  guides,  I  came  upon  Bill  Gilbert.  At  first 
glance  I  set  him  down  as  a  surly  man,  with  a  temper  of  the  devil's 
own  manufacture.  A  small  black  cocker-spaniel  ran  close  at  his 
heels.  As  we  passed  him,  his  nod  was  surly,  and  his  whole  man- 
ner that  of  a  man  who  thinks  he  has  a  grievance  against  all  other 
men. 

"  Who's  that,  Fred?  "  I  asked,  when  we  were  out  of  hearing. 
"I  don't  like  his  looks." 

"  No  wonder.  Tell  you  about  him  to-night,"  replied  Fred, 
who  was  apt  to  be  short  of  speech  while  on  the  tramp. 

So  that  night,  in  the  quiet  after  a  most  epicurean  meal  of 
trout  and  partridge,  Fred  told  me  what  he  knew  about  Bill  Gilbert, 
lumber-boss. 

"  He's  one  of  the  meanest  skunks  that  ever  walked  the  earth," 
Fred  began.  "  He'd  strip  himself  naked  in  zero  weather  to  do  an 
ill  turn  to  a  man  he  never  saw  before.  But  to  horses  and  dogs 
he's  kinder  than  any  man  I  know.  I  guess  that  he  makes  those 
damn  Canucks  he  has  in  his  gang  wish  they  were  the  horses. 
He's  likely  to  smash  reason  into  their  fool  heads  with  a  gun-butt, 
or  anythin'  else  that  comes  handy." 

"The  only  man  I  ever  saw  him  care  for  was  one  who  could 
control  a  horse  that  he  couldn't.  Huntoon  was  his  name,  Jack 
Huntoon.  Gilbert  got  him  into  his  gang,  an'  worked  him  easy  for 
a  couple  of  days  so's  to  get  him  in  a  good  temper.  Then  Gilbert 
gave  him  this  horse  an'  told  him  to  use  it  in  the  tote-team  that 
day.     Huntoon  took  the  beast,  an'  didn't  do  much  but  try  to  get 
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that  horse  into  harness  all  day.  *'Bout  sunset  he  did  get  him  in, 
an'  knocked  off  work  for  several  days  on  the  strength  of  it.  Gil- 
bert treated  him  civil  from  then  on." 

u  Gilbert  got  into  trouble  once,  over  a  man  in  his  gang  who'd 
disappeared.  Man's  family  made  trouble  about  it,  but  Bill  got  off 
because  no  one  had  seen  the  man  dead,  an'  the  body  couldn't  be 
produced.  There's  a  pile  of  stones,  though,  on  Whitecap,  that 
ain't  noways  nateral." 

That  was  all  I  heard  from  Fred  on  the  somewhat  unsavory 
subject  of  Bill  Gilbert.  I  met  him  once  or  twice,  either  on  the 
trails  or  else  scientifically  cursing  a  gang  of  overworked  Canucks 
on  one  of  the  new  roads.  His  nod  to  me  never  became  less  surly, 
and  my  first  unfavorable  impression  of  the  man  grew  to  a  positive 
loathing. 

*##**»* 

It  was  early  in  October,  and  the  day  when  I  must  go  back  to 
the  works  of  men  drew  near.  We  were  coming  down  from  a 
fruitless  deer-hunt  on  Whitecap,  and  hurrying  to  beat  the  darkness. 
In  the  fading  twilight  I  stumbled  and  fell  over  something  soft. 
I  struck  a  match,  and  saw  Bill  Gilbert's  body.  The  face  was  white 
and  cold.  In  the  centre  of  the  forehead  was  a  small  round  hole, 
which  forbad  the  thought  of  accident.  I  looked  at  Brant.  Brant 
looked  at  me.  At  last  he  broke  the  silence  by  saying. "  we'd 
better  camp  here.  It's  too  dark  to  earn.-  —  this  down.*'  He 
touched  the  body  with  the  gun. 

••  Here?"  I  asked,  shuddering.    Brant  laughed. 

"  Lower  down  then  if  you  prefer  it."      I  did  prefer  it 

There  was  no  talk  around  the  fire  that  night.  Finally  Brant 
knocked  the  ashes  out  of  his  pipe,  and  said  quietly,  "  I  killed 
him." 

This  was  startling.  When  I  had  recovered  from  my  surprise, 
I  asked,  "  Why?"  Fred  leaned  back,  and,  without  any  emotion, 
answered  me. 

u  You  remember  that  story  I  told  you  a  month  ago  about  the  man 
he  had  killed  ?  That  man  was  my  brother.  I  did  not  have  the 
proof  I  wanted  till  two  nights  ago.  I  left  you  then,  said  I'd  for. 
gotten  something  and  started  home.  I  intended  to  kill  Gilbert. 
I  met  him  on  the  trail,  and  shot  him.    Do  you  blame  me?" 
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I  am  one  who  believes  in  such  rough  justice,  and  therefore 
had  not  smoked  long  before  I  stepped  around  the  fire  and  held 
out  my  hand.  It  was  straightway  crushed  almost  out  of  all  sem- 
blance to  a  hand. 

Next  morning  we  went  back  to  the  thing  on  the  trail.  As  we 
came  to  it  a  fox  or  two  ran  away,  and  a  couple  of  crows  flew 
heavily  off.  I  threw  a  handkerchief  over  the  lipless  and  eyeless 
face.    Then  we  buried  him  under  the  pines. 

*  *  # 

A  CANINE  SPREE. 

He  could  hardly  be  blamed,  because,  like  his  father  before 
him,  he  was  of  an  investigating  turn  of  mind,  and  because  he 
didn't  know  what  it  was.  How  could  he,  being  only  a  half-grown 
terrior,  and  of  small  experience  in  the  evils  of  this  world,  know 
what  was  in  the  big  blue  china  bowl  on  the  stand  near  the 
window  ? 

He  was  thirsty,  and  his  own  water  bowl  was  not  in  its  place  ; 
how  was  he  to  know  but  that  the  steward  of  the  club  house,  where 
his  pupship  was  the  pet  of  all  the  members,  had  put  that  bowl 
there  expressly  for  him. 

Whether  he  took  that  matter  into  consideration  or  not ;  he  de- 
termined to  try  it,  and  jumping  upon  the  chair  by  the  stand 
with  an  epicurean  air  sniffed  the  contents  of  the  big  blue  bowl. 

A  strange  but  not  unpleasant  odor  arose,  and  he  thought  to 
himself  —  "  Not  bad,  I'll  try  it"  —  a  lap  or  two  and  "  I'll  have  a 
little  more  ;"  and  he  drank  to  his  heart's  content. 

Then  he  jumped  down  from  the  chair,  feeling  very  well  satis- 
fied with  his  accomplishment.  Soon  his  satisfaction  began  to  take 
a  more  violent  form.  He  became  unusually  cheerful ;  in  fact  he 
felt  so  gay  that  he  took  a  mad  sprint  around  the  great  club  dining 
hall  until  he  suddenly  slipped  on  the  smooth  hardwood  floor  and 
rolled  over  and  over  in  a  way  very  unbecoming  to  his  social  po- 
sition. 

When  he  regained  his  feet,  he  felt  as  though  the  whole  room 
had  tumbled,  instead  of  one  small  dog.  His  legs  were  unsteady, 
his  head  was  in  a  whirl  and  everything  seemed  to  be  tilted  on  a 
wrong  angle.    The  table  had  a  dozen  legs  instead  of  four.  Wab- 
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bling  'ike  a  duck,  he  started  :•:  go  under  ::  towards  :he  door; 
suddenly —  "  birr  '.  "  he  struck  his  head  squarely  against  one  of  the 
table  legs  —  one  of  the  real  ones  —  he  swayed  and  the  table 
seemed  to  sway,  he  tried  to  hold  the  leg  from  falling  ;  but  fell  him- 
self in  his  noble  attempt. 

With  a  devil-may-care  air  he  disentangled  himself  from  the 
maze  of  table  legs,  and  swaggered  boldly  toward  the  door  of  the 
outer  hall. 

Turning  down  the  hall,  he  beheld  in  a  large  glass  a  small 
black  and  white  terrior,  with  legs  sprawled  apart,  ears  flopping 
forward,  mouth  open  and  eyes  half  shut.  The  sight  of  another 
dog  in  the  club  house  justly  excited  his  wrath,  and.  with  gurgling 
yelp,  he  rushed  at  it:  again  and  again  he  came  "so  near  and  yet 
so  far  n  from  his  would  be  rival. 

Turning  from  that  occupation,  he  started  to  go  down  the 
steps  leading  into  the  kitchen  ;  a  misstep,  and  he  took  the  whole 
flight  at  a  roll. 

Once  at  the  bottom,  he  arose  more  dazed  than  ever ;  but  with 
an  instinct  that  his  box  would  be  the  best  place  for  him  just  then. 
With  the  purpose  of  finding  that  box,  he  started  across  the 
kitchen  uttering  prolonged  howls,  broken  only  by  strange  and 
sudden  halts  and  jerks  in  his  voice,  not  previously  noticable. 
which,  had  they  continued,  would  have  probably  ruined  his  ring- 
ing bark  of  which  he  was  rightfully  proud. 

At  length,  he  staggered  up  to  his  box  ;  but  where  was  the  hole 
to  get  in  ?  Ah  !  there  it  was  ;  but  no,  it  was  only  a  knot  hole.  At 
last  there  is  the  door,  and  in  he  tumbled,  bruised  and  exhausted, 
to  sleep  (not  the  M  sleep  of  the  just ,r)  and  finally  to  wake  a  little 
older,  but  a  much  wiser  dog. 

A.  /.  Smith. 


)£Mtorfate, 

Not  long  since  a  joint  meeting  of  Philo  and  Forum  took 
place,  and  was  a  success.  In  interest  it  excelled  any  simi- 
lar meeting  held  for  years,  if  not  since  the  founding  of  the 
societies.  The  speaking  was  of  a  high  order  and  the  affair 
as  a  whole  served  to  show  that  debating  in  the  school  is  not 
yet  dead.  Yet,  notwithstanding  the  successful  outcome  of 
the  meeting,  the  debating  societies  are  not  receiving  the 
recognition  from  the  school  that  they  should.  The  societies 
in  separate  session  do  not  hold  the  interest  of  the  fellows  at 
large,  as  such  necessary  institutions  ought.  The  complaint 
usually  set  forth  is  that  the  meetings  are  uninteresting  and 
commonplace.  If  that  be  so,  the  only  way  to  overcome  the 
fault  is  for  the  fellows  to  turn  out  and  make  them  interest- 
ing. No  more  pleasant  evenings  can  be  passed  than  at  a 
successful  meeting  of  a  literary  society  where  not  only  one 
enjoys  himself  but  he  likewise  gains  knowledge  in  different 
branches  and  makes  himself  familiar  with  Parliamentary  law 
and  practice.  Not  a  fellow  attended  the  joint  meeting  who 
did  not  enjoy  himself.  Not  a  fellow  in  the  school  would 
miss  the  chance  to  go  again,  had  he  been  there.  Therefore 
we  urge  all  to  turn  out,  make  the  meetings  inter- 
esting and  give  the  societies  as  firm  a  hold  on  the  school  as 
have  the  athletics,  for  surely  they  are  productive  of  as  much 
good. 

We  extend  our  hearty  congratulations  to  the  winning 
relay  team,  who  showed  themselves  worthy  of  the  school  they 
supported.  The  indoor  meets,  although  of  secondary  im- 
portance to  the  Exeter  meet,  are,  nevertheless,  increasing  in 
interest  yearly,  and  the  time  is  not  far  distant  when  the  in- 
terest in  the  relay  race  will  rival  that  of  the  meet. 
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This  seems  a  particularly  auspicious  way  to  begin  the 
season  and  the  prospects  of  a  successful  track  team  are 
brighter  now  than  they  have  been  for  some  time.  This  year 
we  must  win  the  dual  meet  with  Exeter  if  we  ever  expect  to 
win.  For  two  successive  seasons  they  have  beaten  us  ;  not 
only  beaten,  but  literally  "  snowed  us  under,"  so  that  we 
must  put  forth  every  effort  to  wipe  out  this  disgrace.  The 
men  now  out  for  the  team  are  hard  workers,  but  there  are 
not  enough  of  them.  This  has  always  been  our  trouble  ;  too 
few  men  as  candidates  for  the  team,  and  unless  we  overcome 
this  by  turning  out  in  larger  numbers,  we  can  never  have  a 
successful  team.  The  situation  is  critical,  more  so  than  one 
realizes.  Andover's  reputation  is  at  stake  and  it  lies  with 
us  whether  it  shall  be  kept  up  or  not.  Seldom,  if  ever,  has 
an  Andover  team  been  beaten  three  times  in  succession, 
and  this  year  ought  to  be  no  exception  to  the  rule.  Let 
every  fellow  consider  this  in  a  serious  way  and  give  his  best 
effort  to  preserving  the  reputation  of  one  of  the  largest 
and  best  "  Prep  "  school  in  the  country. 


Xeaves  from  pbtllfps  1I\>p* 


Conducted  by  George  T.  Eaton,  P.  A.  '73. 

^  '40  —  Samuel  Bradley  Noyes  died  at  Canton,  Mass.,  Jan.  12, 
1900.  He  was  a  graduate  of  Harvard  and  was  admitted  to  the 
Norfolk  bar  in  1847.  He  was  successively  trial  justice,  com- 
missioner of  insolvency,  county  commissioner,  collector  of  customs 
and  registrar  in  bankruptcy.  He  was  a  member  of  the  Canton 
school  board  for  22  years  and  superintendent  of  schools  for  to 
years.  He  was  interested  and  proficient  in  genealogy,  historical 
research,  agriculture  and  music.  He  was  lavish  of  his  time  and 
money  in  promoting  the  semi-centennial  of  Philo  in  1875  and  was 
the  orator  of  the  occasion. 

w  '54 — Rev.  Edward  Griffin  Porter  was  President  of  the 
Phillips  Academy  Alumni  Association  at  the  time  of  its  first 
annual  dinner  in  June  1895  an<^  at  tne  Boston  dinner  in  1896.  A 
graduate  of  Harvard,  an  extensive  traveller,  organizer  of  the  Han- 
cock Church  in  Lexington,  pastor  of  the  church  for  22  years, 
writer  of  "  Rambles  in  Old  Boston,"  contributor  to  reviews,  he  was 
president  of  the  N.  E.  Historic  Genealogical  Society  at  his  death 
which  occurred  in  Dorchester,  Feb.  5,  1900. 

'66  —  Edward  P.  Clark,  at  one  time  managing  editor  of  the 
Springfield  Republican,  passed  to  the  Milwaukee  Sentinel  and  to 
the  Brooklyn  Union  and  for  more  than  fifteen  years  he  has  been  a 
leading  and  forceful  editorial  writer  on  the  influential  New  York 
Evening  Post. 

'73  —  Died  in  Newton,  Jan.  26,  1900,  Edward  Bigelow  Hitch- 
cock, a  well-known  dentist. 

'8 1  —  Elmore  A.  Willets  is  president  of  the  State  Bank  of 
Belmont,  N.  Y. 

'83  —  Henry  B.  Joy  is  Secretary  and  Treasurer  of  the  Fort 
Street  Union  Depot  Co.  of  Detroit,  Mich. 

'86  —  George  L  Rockwood,  mechanical  engineer,  whose 
specialty  is  questions  relative  to  the  generation  and  transmission 
of  power  with  an  office  at  62  Summer  St.,  Worcester,  was  recently 
elected  president  of  the  Washburn  Engineering  Society  of  the 
Worcester  Polytechnic  Institute. 
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'88  —  Andrew  J.  Balliet,  who  was  visiting  in  Andover  a  few 
months  ago,  intends  to  return  in  March  to  Rampart  City,  Alaska, 
where  he  has  a  mining  claim  which  he  has  worked  for  over  a  year. 

'88  —  Married  in  Auburn,  Mass.,  Jan.  23,  1900,  Rev.  Charles 
P.  Pierce,  pastor  of  the  Cong,  church  in  East  Douglas,  and  Miss 
Laura  Hill  Bowles. 

v  '89  —  Philip  Danforth  Armour,  jr.,  died  Jan.  26,  1900,  at 
Montecito,  Calif.  He  was  trained  at  the  Sheffield  Scientific 
School  and  was  in  business  with  his  father  in  Chicago. 

'89  —  Scribners'  Sons  are  soon  to  publish  a  novel  entitled 
"Boys  and  Men:  A  Story  of  Life  at  Yale  "by  Richard  T.  Hol- 
brook,  a  member  of  the  Yale  faculty. 

'92  —  At  Pazcuaro,  Mexico,  July  4,  1899,  Miss  Honoree  F. 
Jenning  was  married  to  Herbert  Baldwin  Foster. 

'95  —  Clarence  Phelps  Dodge  and  Regina,  daughter  of 
Horace  Gray  Lunt,  P.  A.  '65,  were  married  at  Colorado  Springs, 
Col.,  Jan.  1,  1900. 

'95  —  At  East  Point,  Gloucester  on  Jan.  8,  1900,  were  married 
Miss  Edith  May  Brown  and  William  M.  McQueston  of  North 
Andover. 

'95  —  United  in  marriage  at  Salem,  Tune  29,  1899,  Cyrus  Sar- 
geant  and  Alice  Loring  Newcomb. 

'95  —  Dr.  Alfred  Harold  Thomas  and  Mary  Isabel  Baldwin 
were  married  in  Andover  Jan.  31,  1900.  Their  home  is  to  be  at 
Greenridge,  Staten  Island,  N.  Y. 

'96  —  Charles  S.  Wray  is  with  the  Universal  Construction 
Co.  of  Chicago. 

v  '98  —  Percy  Barton  Bruce,  winner  of  a  Means  Prize  in  1898, 
died  in  Boston  Jan.  3,  1900. 


Bt>t>ot  letter 


Editors  of  the  Mirror : 

It  was  awfully  hard  to  tear  ourselves  away  from  all  the 
pleasures  of  the  holidays  and  to  come  back  to  this  sleepy  old  town 
again.  All  the  girls  say  they  had  the  loveliest  times  in  the 
vacation,  just  three  short  weeks,  but  full  of  dances  and  parties  and 
things.    But  now,  alas,  it  is  all  over  ! 

I  heard  the  other  night  that  one  of  your  debating  societies, 
Philum,  I  think,  was  discussing  the  question  of  uniting  Phillips 
and  Abbot  as  a  co-educational  institution.  When  I  first  heard  of 
it,  I  said :  "  O,  that'll  be  perfectly  elegant ; "  but  I  have  been 
thinking  about  it  since  and  have  come  to  the  conclusion  that  it 
would  have  its  disadvantages.  It  is  bad  enough  to  try  to  recite 
before  a  crowd  of  girls  but  what  would  a  poor  girl  do  if  she  had  to 
get  up  and  stammer  through  a  half  studied  lesson  with  a  lot  of 
boys  looking  on.  There  would  be  one  consolation  for  I  think  you 
boys  would  be  just  as  embarrassed.  It  might  have  the  good 
effect  of  making  us  study  a  little  more  carefully. 

I  must  congratulate  the  Mirror  on  its  Christmas  poster.  It 
was  an  awfully  pretty  design  and  the  girl  was  just  too  sweet  for 
anything.  I'll  tell  you  a  secret  if  you  will  promise  to  keep  it  quiet. 
A  certain  young  lady  down  here  hardly  speaks  to  the  rest  of  us 
poor  maidens  because  she  thinks  the  artist  drew  the  picture  of  the 
girl  with  her  as  his  model.  One  day  we  found  her  in  her  room 
with  a  poster  in  one  hand  standing  in  front  of  a  mirror  trying  to 
assume  the  pose  of  the  jaunty  poster  damsel.  I  will  not  mention 
names  but  will  let  you  guess  awhile  until  next  month. 

Truly  yours, 

Minerva. 

Andover,  Mass., 

Febrnary  tenth,  Nineteen  hundred. 


Books, 


Mandalay,  Rudyard  Kipling.    Lark  edition,  $.75.    Doxey,  San 
Francisco. 

Far  be  it  from  the  intention  of  this  humble  review  to  express 
any  opinion  as  to  the  merit  or  demerit  of  Kipling's  famous 
"  Mandalay,"  especially  as  such  a  criticism  would  hardly  be  con- 
sidered timely.  But  in  regard  to  this  particular  edition,  "The 
Lark,"  much  can  be  said.  It  is  one  of  the  finest  specimens  of  the 
printer's  art  that  has  come  to  our  table  this  year  and  it  is  by  far 
the  neatest  and  most  artistic  edition  of  Kipling's  poems  the  writer 
has  ever  seen.  The  illustrations  by  Robert  Edgren  are  apt  and 
unique.  We  take  pleasure  in  recommending  the  Lark  Edition  for 
gift  purposes  or  as  an  ornament  for  the  study  table. 

c. 

<*  * 

Ways  of  the  Wood  Folk,  by  William  J.  Long. 
Ginn  &  Co.,  Boston. 

In  "  W7ays  of  the  Wood  Folk,"  Dr.  Long  has  struck  a  happy 
medium  of  interest  and  instructiveness.  Yet  in  spite  of  this  latter 
quality  it  is  not  to  be  supposed  that  the  volume  is  in  any  sense  a 
text-book.  The  instruction,  though  an  important  factor  in  its 
value,  is  still  subordinate  to  the  interest  of  it. 

Love  for  the  "Wood  Folk,"  and  the  children  of  whom  he 
writes  combine  to  make  the  author  eminently  suited  to  the  task, 
which,  if  one  may  judge  from  the  result,  has  been  a  pleasant  one. 

Thorough  sympathy  with  his  subject  is  a  notable  character- 
istic of  Dr.  Long's  writing.  In  fact,  such  a  book  could  not  be 
written  by  one  who  was  not  in  harmony  with  the  more  subtle 
charms  of  Nature.  In  reading  it,  one  is  impressed  with  the  fact 
that  what  we  are  accustomed  to  call  the  lower  animals  have  in- 
dividuality, I  may  even  say  character.  More  books  like  this 
would  give  us  a  far  better  understanding  of  our  wild  fellow-crea- 
tures. 

C.  R. 
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Moments  with  Art,  selected  and  compounded  by  J.  E.  P.  D. 
A.  C.  McClurg  &  Co.,  Chicago. 

"  Moments  with  Art "  is  a  pretty  and  tastefully  printed  book 
of  selections,  in  prose  and  poetry,  upon  the  subject  of  Art. 

In  reviewing  such  a  book,  the  points  to  be  considered  are 
felicity  of  selection  and  the  appearance  of  the  volume.  The 
choice  of  selection  is  too  broad,  and  not  confined  to  Art  in  its 
strictest  sense.  However,  in  the  rather  heterogeneous  collection 
of  anything  which  concerns  Pictures  there  are  many  gems  to  be 
found. 

As  far  as  appearance  goes,  there  is  no  criticism  to  be  made. 
The  binding  is  in  good  taste  and  the  paper  and  type  are  excellent. 

c.  R. 

The  Queen's  Twin,  and  Other  Tales,  by  Sarah  Orne  Jewett. 
Houghton,  Mifflin  &  Co.,  Boston, 

There  is  a  delicate  touch  of  naturalness  and  breeziness  in 
Sarah  Orne  Jewett's  writings  which  we  seldom  see  equalled  in  the 
literature  of  the  day.  The  characters  in  her  latest  book,  "The 
Queen's  Twin,"  as  in  "  The  Country  of  the  Pointed  Firs  "  are  ab- 
sorbingly interesting  in  their  charming  eccentricities.  Miss  Jew- 
ett's forte  is  the  drawing  of  character  in  a  narrative  style,  and 
"  The  Queen's  Twin  "  shows  her  at  her  best  in  this  line. 

In  some  of  the  "  Other  Tales,"  the  author  tries  variety  in  the 
shape  of  dialect,  and  with  distinct  success,  especially  in  "  Bold 
Words  at  the  Bridge." 

c.  R. 

Tales  of  an  Old  Chateau,  by  Marguerite  Bouvet. 
A.  C.  McClurg  &  Co.,  Chicago. 

This  book,  like  "  My  Lady,"  is  noticeable  for  its  pathos  and 
for  the  "  odor  of  old-fashioned  roses  "  that  prevades  it.  When 
you  have  said  this  there  is  little  left  to  be  said  ;  it  is  not  a  literary 
master  piece,  but  few  modern  novels  are.  It  is  certainly  good 
reading  —  and  not  all  modern  novels  are  that. 

C.  R. 


jExcbangea 


A  WEATHER  MYTH. 

The  Sun  had  given  jolly  Earth  much  wine  ; 

His  nose  was  pointed  west,  a  rosy  red ; 
A  drunken  drowsiness  dulled  every  sense, 

And  the  Stars  were  forced  to  light  him  to  his  bed. 

The  gentle  Moon  came  sailing  slowly  by, 

Shedding  all  about  a  modest  light ; 
She  saw,  and  slipped  behind  a  cloud,  for  shame 

At  seeing  Earth  in  such  a  sorry  plight. 

Next  day  old  Earth  felt  pangs  of  keen  remorse, 
His  head  was  throbbing  with  an  awful  pain, 

The  tears  began  to  fill  his  aching  eyes, 

And  men  said,  "  It  is  surely  going  to  rain." 

W.  A.  D.  in  Amherst  Literary  Monthly, 

*  * 

A  TOAST. 

Here's  to  the  girl  with  a  heart,  sir, 

The  girl  who  does  not  flirt, 
But  answers  love  with  her  love,  sir, 

Or  loves  not,  does  not  hurt. 

Here's  to  the  girl  who  loves,  sir, 

Who  loves  with  all  her  heart, 
And  ever  loves  so  dearly,  sir, 

She  ne'er  can  leave  a  smart. 

Here's  down  with  the  girl  who  flirts,  sir, 

Saucy  trifler  with  love  ; 
Here's  to  the  girl  with  a  heart,  sir, 

We'll  raise  her  far  above. 

Yah  Record. 
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REVERIE. 

In  the  shifting  mists  that  gather, 

Dark'ning  mem'ry's  crowded  hall, 
Come  the  faces,  loved  and  lovely, 
That  are  lost  beyond  recall — 
That  are  lost  beyond  recall, 

And  they  fade,  and  come,  and  go, 
Dim  and  silent  as  the  fall 

Of  the  winter's  drifting  snow. 

One,  more  fair,  among  the  others 

Grows  distinct  and  smiles  again, 
But  forgetfulness  enshrouds  it 
And  it  fades  from  mortal  ken — 
But  it  fades  from  mortal  ken, 

And  the  face  of  long  ago 
Is  forgotten, — half  remembered, — 

As  the  mists  drift  to  and  fro. 
Philip  P.  Frost  in  Wesleyan  Literary  Monthly. 

*  * 

MYSELF  AND  I. 

Sometimes  we're  friends,  yes,  very  good  friends, 

When  all  has  gone  our  way ; 

When  we've  worked  very  well,  and  then  mixed  in 

A  proper  bit  of  play. 

At  night  quite  peaceful  then  we  lie, 

And  love  each  other,  Myself  and  I. 

But  sometimes  we're  foes,  the  awfullest  foes, 

When  everything's  gone  amiss  ; 

When  we've  left  undone  just  scores  of  things, 

And  think  with  regret  of  this. 

At  night  then  in  wakeful  strife  we  lie, 

And  hate  each  other,  Myself  and  I. 

Clara  Myers  Knowlton  in  Smith  College  Monthly. 
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ESTABLISHED 

BROOKS  BROTHERS,  a* 

BROADWAY,  cor.  22d  Street,  NEW  YORK  CITY 


Some  Mid-Winter  Garments  for  Indoors  and  Out. 

Dress  Suits  and  Tuxedos 

White  Dress  Vests,  Gloves  and  Ties 

Overcoats-Rough  or  Smooth 

Inverness  Capes  and  Raglans 
Heavy  Rough  and  Scotch  Tweed  Ulsters 
Wool-lined  Golf  Coats 
All  Clothing  for  Winter  Sports 

A  Catalogue  will  furnish  details  impossible  to  enumerate  here. 


Geo.  L.  Griffin  &  Son 

FURRIERS  L  HATTERS 

404  WASHINGTON  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


H/vrs  FURS 

Derby  and  Soft  Hats  in  all  the  Latest  Styles  and  Colors.  College 
Caps  and  Outing  Hats  of  every  description. 

Special  attention  given  to  Young  Men's  STYLISH  HEADGEAR. 

We  carry  a  select  and  exclusive  line  of  Ladies'  Hats,  both  Imported 
and  Domestic. 

Fine  Furs  for  Ladies  and  Gentlemen.  Custom  Work  and  Repairing 
a  special  feature  of  this  department.  We  carry  a  choice  line  of  Seal 
Skins  and  Sables. 


QEO.  L.  QRIFFIN  SON 
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Dr.  3.  5.  Htctjarbs 

94  Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass* 

Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Dr.  <L  ttX  Scott, 

Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass. 

Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m  ;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 


Dr.  3otjn  p.  Correy, 

Physician  and  Surgeon       .*♦       \  4  Essex  Street* 

TELEPHONE  22-4.  Office  Hours:  Until  10;  3  to  5  p.  m.;  after  7  p.  m. 

JP.  A.  '92. 


Charles  (2.  Ctbbott,  7X1.  D., 

Physician  and  Surgeon   .*.    70  Main  St.,  Andover. 

Office  Hours  :  Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 


BENEVOLENT. 
Mucker — Say,  mister,  gimme  a  cent. 

Gentleman — Certainly,  my  little  man.    Just  wait  until  1  get  this 
nickel  changed. — Harvard  Lampoon. 


£)enry  £.  Clarke,  D., 

3  Punchard  Avenue      .\      Andover,  Mass. 

Office  Hours  :  Until  9.30  a.  m.;  1.30  to  3,  7  to  8  p.  m. 


albert  <£.  £)uime, 
D.  m.  D. 


<L       (Btlbert,  2H.  D.  5., 

DENTAL  ROOMS 

Bank  Building         .*.         Andover,  Mass. 
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We  Want  & 

Every  Andover  Man  to  Wear 

Hewman's  Itariifv  Shoes 

HIGH-CLASS  ONLY. 


Made  and  Sold  only  by 

NEWMAN  ™c  SHOEMAN 

7,9  TREMONT  ST.,  1  REMONT  BUILDING, 
Harvard  Square,  Cambridge.  ....BOSTON 

Query — Is  Wat  Tell  any  relation  to  -William  ? 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

CARL  J.  HORNER 

W  '^*.»  ''-fc*  ™  ^f?  W  W  W 

^be  *  (bbotograpber 

#  ftiHMHMMHMI  ########## 

11  WINTER  ST.,  -  BOSTON. 


Speriil  Rite?  to  Students  of  Phillips  Andover  Acideroy, 
CIw  Work  4  Speciality.      Elmtor  to  Studio. 
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LEWIS  T.  HARDY 
JOSEPH  F.  COLE 


HARDY  &  COLE 

d  ^tDuilders  and  Lumber  Dealers 

Box  Making,  Planing,  Sawing  and 

Matching  done  to  order.    Kindling  Wood  by  the  load. 

...P.  A.  Students  would  do  well  to  remember  that... 

Smith  &  Manning        Winter  Underwear 

Call  at  their  store  8  ESSEX  STREET,  and  see  for  yourselves. 

T.  J.  FARMER 
fish  of  all  Kinds  •••  •••  •••  Oysters,  Clams  and  Lobsters 

15  Barnard's  Court,  Andover 


"  And  is  Bockford  so  much  of  an  orator  ? 

"  Man,  he  could  describe  a  boarding-house  dried-beef  supper  in  such 
language  that  your  mouth  would  water  with  desire." 

— Rochester  Sunday  Herald. 


M.  T.  WALSH 
DEALER  IN  STOVES,  RANGES  AND  FURNACES. 

Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  Water  Heating.        Shop,  Essex  St.  Andover. 

HENRY  P.  NOYES 

FURNITURE 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

EDWIN  C.  PIKE 
deal.e?n....    Stoves,  Lamps,  Oil,  Tin  and  Glass  Ware. 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WARE,  CROCKERY,  ETC. 

PARK  ST.,  ANDOVER,  MASS. 

—ssw  Fire,  Life  or  Accident  Insurance 

CALL.  AT 

ROGERS'  Real  Estate  Agency,  M^N0sVRUEE?xf 

AN  DOVER,  MASS- 
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mnters  to.^. 

billips  Hcademy 


Style  and  Quality 

One  without  the  other  is  void,  but 
when  you  come  to  us  you  get  them 
both*  We  have  special  and  exclusive 
SHIRTINGS  imported  from  England; 
new  and  exclusive  NECKWEAR  and 
SOCKS  and  all  other  fittings  you  want 

W.  H.  GOWDY  &  CO. 


Opp.  Osborn  Hall, 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 
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WILLOUGHBY  &  CO.,  ♦.♦Pbotosrapbers- 

181  ESSEX  STREET,  Cor.  Jackson,       DEVELOPING  &  PRINTING 
LAWRENCE.  AMATEUR  WORK. 


LA  FLEUR-DE-LIS,  Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions 

MAIN  STREET.  PICTU-E  FRAMES.  BANNERS 

ANDOVER.  IN  ANDOVER  BLUE  AND  WHITE. 


W.  E.  STRATTON,  .     teacher  of 

Morrin  House  Annex,  Banjo,  Guitar  &  Mandolin 

ANDOVER.  INSTRUMENTS  FOR  SALE. 


0.  CHAPMAN....  DINING  ROOMS 

...MAIN  STREET...  TOBACCO  CIGARS 

...SOFT  DRINKS... 


"  I  hear  they  arrested  Whichkiss  during  the  last  rain  storm." 
"  Yes,  they  accused  him  of  running  a  pool  on  the  Campus," 

—  Yale  Record. 


J.  A.  SMART,  Hre  J^ou  flnsurefc  ? 

BANK  BUILDING,  -  -  ANDOVER.       Is your  House  Insured? 
ReprTstc7nS  Areyour  Furnitures  Books  Insured? 


CURRAN  &  JOYCE,        Ballardvale  -  Lithia  -  Water 

433,  435,  437  Common  St.,   

LAWRENCE,  MASS.  GINGER  ALE  &  SODA. 


H.  C.  TANNER, 

24  Main  Street, 

....HAVERHILL. 


Caterer 

For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events.  Everything 
used  is  of  first-class  quality,  and  the  Best 
of  Service  Guaranteed.  Prompt  Attention 
and  personal  supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 
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TRADE  MARK. 


ILI 


[ 


/IDanufacturing  Jeweler 


Club  and 

College 


ITIS  and 

Rings 


Gold  and  Silver  Medals 
Watches,  Diamonds,  Jewelry 


200  BROdbWdY,  NEW  YORK. 

&  &  Special  Exclusive  Designs  upon  (Application, 


"  Had  we  not  better  turn  up  the  gas  a  bit  ?  "  inquired  the  deaf-and-dumb 
fellow  of  his  girl.    "  It's  getting  so  dark  I  can't  hear  you." 

— Cornell  Widow. 


M.  KEEZER, 

5 J  Boylston  Street, 


Highest  Cash  Prices  Paid 
for  Cast=Off  Clothes. 


J Leave  orders  at  Chap's  or  Bemis'.    In  An- 
ctlTlclICcl  Pltlin*      dover  every  Monday,  Wednesday  and  Friday. 


T.  F.  KERNON,  PROPRIETOR 


Essex  Ibouse  &  ^ 


MERICAN  AND 
ROPE-N  PLAN, 


445  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  Hr\SS. 


HENRY    C.    KING    CO.,  ^      Wholesaleand  Retail  Dealer  in 

106  so.  broadway,  Groceries  and  Provisions. 

WOOD.  COAL  AND  PREPARED  WOOD. 
Telephone  33-2.  So.  LAWRENCE.     P|ajn  and  Fancy  Bakers.    Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
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H.  M.  LEVINE 
bailor 

ROOM  20  JEWELER'S  BUILDING, 
373  WASHINGTON  ST.,  COR.  BROMFIELD  ST., 

BOSTON. 

For  Sale   ^Vi^*^  ^   To  Rent 


=  pianos  = 


Uiolins,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings,  €tc. 
DYEft  &  CO.,     337  ESSEX  STREET 


LAWRENCE. 


W  ^P?        '^f  5  '-!#!»  ^#!»"  '4fF  W  '*<f.*  W         *••«*  ^ 

i  Boston  and  Maine  Railroad  f 

The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England.  |& 


k        LOWEST   RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS  ^ 

|  West  Nort/Bwe^  &  JS©u{£v/eS{  | 
Fast  Trains  With  Through  Sleeping  Cars  Between  ?}? 


#  BOSTON 

J  and  Montreal,  Ottawa,  Coronto   !{: 

 Chicago,  St  Paul  ana  Minneapolis  l£ 

Only  One  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST. 

D.  J.  FLANDERS,  !| 

General  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent.  -£|w. 
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D.  SHERMAN... 


jjfrbotograpber 


<m    Central  Building,  Lawrence 


Late  with  "Dana"  Studios  of 

New  York  and  Brooklyn* 


Don't  travel  to  Boston  when  you  can  get  your 
Class  Pictures  done  in  first-class  style  at  Lawrence. 
We  guarantee  satisfaction  and  can  compete  with 
others  in  price. 


\ 


The  Famous  Sweet  Sounding 

S.  S.  Stewart  Banjos 

and  Marvelous  GEO.  BAUER 

Mandolins  and  Guitars 


%  i        are  used  by  leading  Professionals  all 

*H        '.,  ..     J  over  the  world. 

**J$^         PricCS  Ran^C  fr0m  $6  t0  $150  Each* 

MANUFACTORY  AT  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 

OFFICE  AND  SALESROOM  : 

1016  CHESTNUT  ST.,  {   <jj£j»£.  |  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 
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JAS.  WABD,  Jr.  *  « 


. . .  profcmces  tbe  . . . 


finest  Catalogue  and  JMagazine  CClorh 
Souvenirs  and  Novelties  a  Specialty 
Samples  and  estimates  Submitted 


COR.  FR/INKLIN  &  METHUEN  STS... 

LAWRENCE. 


FROST  &  ADAMS  CO., 

Importers  .*.  37  Cornhill,  Boston,  Hass. 


flfcatbematical  Instruments 
Brtists'  fl&aterials 

For  Crayon  and  Charcoal  Drawing,  Oil  and  Water  Color 
Painting.     Architects'  and  Engineers'  Supplies,  Etc. 
Picture  Framing  a  Specialty. 


DISCOUNT  TO  STUDENTS. 
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.MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 

Doing  Business  at  the  Old  Stand.  IRA  B.  HILL.  Proprietor 

Depot  Carriages  meet  all  Boston  Trains,  and  carry  passengers  to  the  station  at  short 
notice.  First-class  Rigs  to  let.  with  or  without  a  driver.  P.  A.  patronage  respect- 
fully solicited  and  satisfaction  guaranteed. 

Long  Distance  Telephone  Connection  at  Mansion  House. 

W.  J.  BURNS, 
'Cailor  and  furnisher 

Agent  for  Imperial  Laundry  

AN  DOVER,  MflSS 

T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 

Dry  Goods  and  Groceries 

Special  Attention  Paid  to  Crockery. 

...ANDOVER  AND  NO.  AN  DOVER 

'Che  Hndover  Bookstore  & 

Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School 
Supplies.  Stationery  in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved, 
special  P.  A.  Paper.  See  our  Andover  Fountain  Pen. 
Price  reduced  to  $1.50.  Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals.  ........ 

GEO,  ft.  HSGQINS  &  CO., 
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G.  W-  6HANDLER, 

Peeler  in  (oaJ  mi  Wood.  Terrain?  mi  Jobbing 

Orders  left  and  bills  payable  at  --At  5bort  ffotic* 

store  of  O.  P.  Chase 

G.  H.  VALPEY  E.  H.  VALPEY 

VALPEY  BROTHER?, 

Dealers  in  Meats,  Provisions,  Vegetables,  &c. 

No.  2  Main  St.,  Andover,  Mass. 

THOA\A5  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Confectionery 

Lunch  Room.  Main  Street,  Andover 

J.  P.  WAKEFIELD, 

Dealer  in  Meats,  Vegetables,  Etc. 

— Market  on  Main  Street. 

COAL      WOOD  STRAW  HAY 

Successor  tc  TF**r*<Vi  J&»      TP      f^,  1  £>n  Ofll?    Carter's  Block 

John  Cornell         '  Wii/li/     Hi.     IXLVll&Ufl  Andover,  Mass. 

Coal  delivered  to  the  room.    Mill  Wood  for  Kindlings 

F.  P.  HI G  GINS,  Bakery..  c^rel?^Sm 

MUSGROVE  BUILDING,    -    ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 

FINEST  LINE  OF  CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

Also    Revolvers,  Cartridges,  Loaded  Shells,  Skates,  Polo  Sticks  and 

Balls  at  the 

ANDOVER    HARDWARE  STORE. 

H.  McLAWLIN,       -       MAIN  STREET. 

GEO.  PIDDINGTON   -  -  FLORIST. 

73    SCHOOL  STREET 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violets      andaU  |i^We  Flower, 

ALL  KINDS  OF  DECORATIONS. 
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OPPOSITE 
YALE  CAMPUS. 


Warner  Hall  Apartments 

1044  Cbfcpel  Street,  Hew  fhven,  Conn. 

Elegantly  Fitted  Throughout  with  modern  conveniences.  Safe  construc- 
tion of  Stone,  Brick  and  Steel.  Electric  Elevator.  Sanitary  Plumbing. 
Steam  Heat.  Free  Billiard  Table.  Restaurant,  Laundry,  Barber  Shop, 
Tailor  on  first  floor.  Prices  from  $100  to  $600  per  College  Year,  includ- 
ing Heat,  Light  and  Attendance. 


XTbe  franklin 


C.  M.  DICKEY,  Proprietor. 

LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


BANQUETS  AND  PRIVATE  SUPPERS  A  SPECIALTY. 

THOROUGHLY  RENOVATED. 


Bil  Inz  :  See  that  poor  fellow  shake.  He  must  have  St.  Vitus'  dance. 
Raz  Wit  :    Perhaps  he's  only  having  a  joint  debate  with  himself. 

— Exchange. 


H.  C  HASKELL, 


I  MAIDEN  LANE... 

...NEW  YORK,  N.  Y 
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HITCHCOCK 


c*x«  ®®®©;»  ®*>®®®®®® 

P.  A. 


P 

•  ttc  B 


i  mm  wo 

Main  Street, 

ANDOVER. 


QUITE  IMPROPER. 

Pupil — Why  is  it  that  French  proper  adjectives  are  not  written  with 
a  capital  ? 

Teacher — There  are  no  proper  adjectives  in  French. 

—  Yale  Record. 


l-\  »i  ■  r>  II      We  aid  those  who  want  GOV  ERN- 

rnsinnns  Spriirpn    ment  positions.  85)oo0 

1     WOlLlWllO      vJLLUl  i      places  under  Civil  Sen  ice  Rules. 

8000  Yearly  Appointments.  Prepares  by  mail  for  all  Government  examinations.  Fees  cash  or 
instalments.  A  thorough  and  scientific  course  in  all  departments.  Requires  spare  time  only. 
Salaries  twice  as  much  as  private  firms  for  the  same  kind  of  work-  The  hours  of  labor  are 
short,  duties  light,  positions  for  life.  Take  our  course  of  study  and  we  guarantee  that  you  will 
pass  the  Civil  Service  Examinations.  Write,  enclosing  stamp,  for  Catalogue  describing  course  to 

BUREAU  OF  CIVIL  SERVICE  INSTRUCTION,  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


Time  Saver 


Copy  Your  Notes  and 
Make  Your  Manu- 
scripts on  a   .    .    .  . 

It  is  the  Simplest,  Lightest,  Easiest 
Running,  Fastest  and  Most  Durable 
Typewriter  made.  FIRST-CLASS  AT  A  REASONABLE  PRICE.  $75.00.  Typewriters 
rented,  $4.00  per  month.    For  Illustrated  Catalogue  and  Full  Particulars,  write  to 

CuttetyCower  Co,,  *  173  Bevonsbire  St,  Boston- 


T™  NOTMAN... 

Photographic  Company 

ftea&quatters  for 

Artistic 
Photographs 

3  Park  Street  and  384  Boylston  Street,  BOSTON. 
1286  Massachusetts  Avenue,  Cambridge. 


•  •PHIWUnEfiS  FOR  MUIPS  fflDOIBI  I0HKT  - 


©fficial  IPbotoorapbers  for 
"Ibarvaro  Tllnipersit? 

SMITH  COLLEGE 

WELLESLEY  COLLEGE 

MT.  HOLYOKE  COLLEGE 

TUFTS  COLLEGE 

and  Many  High  Schools. 


cAndover-Yale  cMen 


HAVE  LOOKED  TO 


For  Most  of  their  cHgeds  for  the 
past  Half  Century. 


THE  EDW-  MALLEY  CO., 

....NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


F1MNK  A.  GORBIN 
IFmporttttG  XTailor 

1000  CHAPEL  STREET, 

New  Haven,  Conn. 


Bnbover,  flDass-,  flfoarcb,  1900 


THE  L  E.  ELETCHER  CO., 

134  BOYLSTON  ST.,  BOSTON 


College  Ratters 

an£> 

Outfitters 


SHIRTS  TO  MEASURE: 
REPRESENTED  AT  CHAP'S  WEEKLY 

E  ABRAHAM  &  SON 

25-27-29  COURT  STREET, 

Boston,  AVsss. 

 MANUFACTURERS  OF  

Rtgb  6rade  JYIeerscbaum 

and  Briar  pipes 

Monogram  and  Class  Pipes. . . 
made  on  the  premises.  ♦ . 


Complete  Assortment  of  Imported  and 
Domestic  Cigars,  Tobacco  and  Cigarettes. 


HE  a*  *h 

Phillips  Andover 
Mirror 


EDITORIAL  BOKRD  : 


MANAGING  EDITOR  .' 

Emerson  Woods  Baker,  'oo. 

Charles  Tripp  Ryder,  'oi. 
Roland  Jesse  Dodd,  '02. 


BUSINESS  MANAGER 


Fred  Lewis  Collins,  'oo. 

George  Edmund  Merrill,  'oo. 
Henry  L.  Wadsworth,  'oo. 


The  Magazine  is  conducted  by  the  Editors  in  connection 
with  a 

1  •••    CONTRIBUTING    BOKRD  ••• 

William  Johnson  Colby  Gerald  Chittenden 

The  MIRROR  is  published  on  the  fifteenth  of  October,  November, 
December,  February,  March,  April  and  June  of  each  Academic 
year,  by  the  students  of  Phillips  Academy,  Andover,  Mass. 

The  Subscription  Price  is  $1.50  per  year,  or  25c  per  single  number, 
payable  in  advance. 

The  aim  of  the  Magazine  is  to  reflect  literary  Andover  as  it  is  and 
to  make  it  what  it  should  be.  Contributions  are  desired  from  any 
member  of  the  school.  Address  all  contributions  to  the  Editors, 
Phillips  Andover  Mirror,  and  all  business  communications  to 

Fred  Lewis  Collins,  Business  Manager. 

PHILLIPS  RCHDEWY, 

HNDOiZER,  MASSACHUSETTS. 


Sable  of  Contents 
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PHILLIPS  ACADEMY  »8gg* 

Cecil  F.  P.  Bancroft,  Ph.  D.,  LLD,  Principal 

THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges, 
the  scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools. 
One  hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 
The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 
The  pupils  last  year  numbered   over   four  hundred,  less  than  one 
half  of  whom  were  from  New  England,  and  the  others  from  more  distant 
places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept.  21,  1899,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to  the 
accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amounts  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and  for 
copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 

Jones — In  some  way  or  other  actors  are  people  I  can't  look  up  to. 
Gallery  Deus — I  generally  look  down  upon  them  myself. —  Yale  Record. 

~~        QEO.  P.  RflmOND, 
Costume  ■*  Parlors 

17  BOYLSTON  PLACE,  BOSTON,  MASS,  Telephone,  Oxford  145. 

Costumes  for  Masquerades,  Old  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 

The  Mansion  House  /.  ^EE* 

Open  tb«  Year  Roun<J  Enlarged  a.p«l  ft^wly  Furnished. 

TERMS,  $12.50  to  817.50  a  Week.  83.00  to  83.00  Per  Day. 


H.  F.  CHASE, 

pipe  /tttyletie  Qoods 


BICYCLES 

HND 

REPHIRS 

Photo  Supplies.         ...P.  O.  BLOCK,  ANDOVER. 


FP1T  A  fTTTTB  C  T7TT  A  TvT^TTn  Union  Teachers'  Agencies  of  America, 
1  JjiiUH JCjXW     VV  A  IN  I  ShU         Rev.  L.  D.  Bass,  D.D.,  Manager. 

Pittsburg,  Pa.,  Toronto,  Can.,  New  Orleans,  La.,  New  York,  N.  Y..  Washington,  D.  C, 
San  Francisco,  Cal.,  Chicago,  111.,  St.  Louis,  Mo.,  Denver,  Col.  There  are  thousands  of 
positions  to  be  filled.  We  had  over  8ooo  vacancies  during  the  past  season.  Unequaled 
facilities  for  placing  teachers  in  every  part  of  the  United  States  and  Canada.  More  vacancies 
than  teachers.  Address  all  Applications  to  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 
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W  T.  BRODIL... 


£  Formerly  with  Matthew  Rock  of  New  York  City,  and  Head 

*^  Cutter  for  the  pa»t  12  year-  with  F.  L.  Dunne  of  Boston 

HAS  OPENED   CHAMBERS  AT 

363  Washington  Street,  Boston. 

JSear  BrorrjfieU  5treet. 

Sprtriu  aitd  Summer  StplCfi  Bll  III—  Your  inspection  cor- 
dially invited.  Specialty  made  of  Suits  for  Riding, 
Shooting-  and  Golf.  Personal  attention  given  to  every 
order.    Satisfaction  guaranteed. 


W.  r.  BRODIL. 


363  Washington  Street, 
BOSTON. 


»  ODD  THINGS  " 

If  you  want  something  different  in 
College  Emblems.  Class  Pins. 
Badges,  Flags,  Stationery, 
write  or  call  at  387  Washington 
St..  Boston. 

Special  Andover  Seal  Pins. 
Represented  by 
MR.  EBEN  F.  CHASE, 
L.  C.  4.  5. 

BENT  &  BUSH. 

Telephone  Boston  472. 
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THE  READY  TO  WRITE  INSTRUMENT  OF  TO-DAY  IS 

Waterman's  Ideal  Fountain  Pen 

An  indispensable  convenience  for  Statesmen,  Lawyers, 
Physicians,  Authors,  Reporters,  Business  Men,  Teachers 
and  Students.  Every  PEN  Warranted  to  Give  Satis- 
faction. Prices  according  to  value.  Catalogues  furnished. 

L.  E.  WATERMAN  CO., 

Largest  Fountain  Pen  Manufacturers  in  the  World, 

157  BROADWAY,  NEW  YORK 


Not  only  in  Young  Men's  Elegant  Made-up  Clothing,  but  in 
all  articles  appertaining  to  a  Complete  Outfit,  viz  :  HATS, 
FOOTWEAR,  UNDERWEAR,  LINEN,  NECKWEAR, 
HOSIERY,  CANES,  UMBRELLAS,  TRAVELING 
BAGS,  MACKINTOSHES  and  GLOVES. 

A.  smnAH  &r  CO., 

L»e*4ii)g  i*\a.!!T«f^eteii*<?H''5         Outfitters  in  ^Jew  Hsjgl&ET^p 

SHUflAN  CORNER,       =  B05T0N. 

"  My  mother  found  my  little  brother  putting  his  stockings  on  wrong 

side  out  this  morning." 
"  Yes.    What  did  she  do  ?  " 

"  Turned  the  hose  on  him."  — Harvard  Lampoon. 

FRIEND  E.  BROOKS, 

Hats,  Furs,  Trunks,  Men's  Furnishing  Goods. 

FUR  WORK  A  SPECIALTY 

795  Chapel  Street,  -  New  Haven,  Conn. 

T.  E.  nOSELEY  &  CO., 

145  TREMONT  ST.,  BETWEEN 
TEMPLE  PLACE  &  WEST  ST., 

BOSTON. 

JSoots  81  Sboes 

RGHS0NHBL6  PRIG6S  FROM  $3.50  TO  $7.50. 

10    P.  C.    DISCOUNT   TO    HNDOVER  STUDENTS. 
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ZlDanufacturtng  Jeweler 


Club  and 

College 


HIS  and 

Rings 


Gold  and  Sitber  Medals 
Watches,  Diamonds,  Jewelry 


TRADE  MARK. 


200  BROflDWdT,  NEW  YORK. 

&  Special  Exclusive  designs  upon  (Application. 


Had  we  not  better  turn  up  the  gas  a  bit  ?  "  inquired  the  deaf-and-dumb 
fellow  of  his  girl.    "  It's  getting  so  dark  I  can't  hear  you," 

— Cornell  Widow. 


M.  KEEZER, 

5  J  Boylston  Street, 


Highest  Cash  Prices  Paid 
for  Cast=Off  Clothes. 


J Leave  orders  at  Chap's  or  Bemis'.    In  An- 
amaiCa  Plain*      dover  every  Monday,  Wednesday  and  Friday. 


T.  F.  KERNON,  PROPRIETOR 


MERICAN  AND 
ROPEAN  PLAN. 


ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  HASS. 


HENRY  C.  KING  CO.,  „  whol.esale  andRra"  Deale.r 1 

ice  so.  broadway,  Groceries  and  Provisions. 

'  WOOD.  COAL  AND  PREPARED  WOOD. 

Telephone  33-2.  So.  Lawrence.  p|a|n  a„d  Fancy  Bakers.    Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
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H.  M.  LEVINE 
bailor 

ROOM  20  JEWELER'S  BUILDING, 
373  WASHINGTON  ST.,  COR.  BROMFIELD  ST., 

BOSTON. 

For  Sale   tl^I-^^^^   To  Rent 


*  flManos  = 


Uiolins,  Banjos,  guitars,  Strings,  Etc. 

DYED  6c  CO.,      337  ESSEX  SXREET' 


LAWRENCE. 


f  Boston  and  Maine  Railroad  # 

^  The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England.  £ 


LOWEST  RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS  0 

J  WeSt,  Northwest  &  Sout^We^L  § 

Fast  Trains  With  Through  Sleeping  Cars  Between  0 

#  BOSTON  # 

I{?  and  lttontreal,  Ottawa,  Coronto   jff 

||   Chicago,  $t.  Paul  ana  Itlinneapolis  l£ 

Only  One  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST.  % 

it  D.  J.  FLANDERS, 
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Botts — He's  a  shark. 

Trotts — Not  at  all.    You  have  the  wrong  fish — he's  a  lobster. 

— Princeton  Tiger. 


S.  W.  HURLBURT 

1074  Chapel  Street,  New  Haven,  Conn. 
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Celebrated 


Latest  Designs  and  Colors 
of  the  Season. 


^      Collins  a 


Fairbanks  Co., 

...BOSTON 


<?orre<;t  Dressip^... 


We  invite  all  gentlemen  who  appreciate  the 
highest  class  of  tailoring,  and  are  willing  to 
pay  a  trifle  more  than  is  charged  for  ordinary 
work.  


frank  D.  Somers, 
merchant  tailor... 


No.  5  PARK  ST.,    -  BOSTON 


^ Phillips  EMmr  mirror^ 


Vol  9  fIDarcb,  1900  1Ro  5, 


jTrien&sbip  ve  Xove- 

BY  H.  L.  WADSWORTH. 

/TpHE  scene  was  in  a  small  caf£  in  a  secluded  part  of  one 
of  our  great  Eastern  cities.  It  was  storming  without ; 
the  wind,  filled  with  driving  sleet  and  snow  dashed  furiously 
against  the  windows,  producing  a  sound  that  would  have 
been  extremely  dismal  had  not  this  effect  been  largely  dis- 
pelled by  the  cheerful  hum  of  voices  within. 

In  a  corner,  hidden  from  the  public  gaze  by  a  screen, 
two  men  were  seated,  talking.  Both  were  past  thirty  yet 
each  had  retained  a  look  of  boyishness,  which  was  very 
pleasing  to  see. 

These  men  had  formerly  been  classmates  and  fast  friends 
in  their  school  and  college  days,  but  after  graduation  they 
had  been  swept  away  by  the  diverse  currents  of  human  life, 
and  during  the  many  years  which  had  followed  had  lost 
track  of  each  other.  One  had  departed  to  his  home  in  the 
far  West,  the  other  remained  East. 

It  was  only  by  chance  that  they  had  again  been  brought 
together  but  having  met  they  adjourned  to  the  cafS  to  renew 
their  friendship,  and  talk  over  old  times  while  enjoying  a 
good  dinner. 

The  situation  was  evidently  full  of  enjoyment  for  both. 
Now  they  laughed  heartily  over  some  of  the  pranks  and  ad- 
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ventures  of  their  school  days,  then  at  a  sudden  change  in  the 
conversation  discussed  gravely  the  questions  and  situations 
which  had  been  of  great  interest  to  them  in  former  days.  At 
length  wearying  of  this,  they  began  to  question  each  other 
as  to  their  respective  lives  during  that  period,  in  which  they 
had  been  virtually  strangers  to  each  other. 

Frank,  as  the  younger  man  was  familiarly  termed  by 
his  companion  remarked,  "  I  suppose  you  are  married."  The 
other  laughed  a  little  before  replying,  "  Yes,"  he  said  at 
length,  "  my  family  numbers  four  at  present."  His  com- 
panion laughed  in  his  turn,  u  You  always  was  a  lucky  sort 
of  fellow,"  he  said,  "  do  you  remember  how  you  always  re- 
ceived A  in  every  examination  whether  you  looked  at  the 
subject,  while  I  —  here  he  uttered  a  mock  groan  and  laughed 
again. 

"  I  don't  see  how  you  can  lay  the  blame  of  being  a 
bachelor  on  'hard  luck,'"  the  other  replied.  "  It  seems  to 
me  that  such  a  condition  of  affairs  could  have  been  easily 
remedied  by  an  enterprising  man."  "  Perhaps,"  was  the 
answer,  "  but  many  things  in  this  life  are  far  different  from 
what  they  seem,  when  you  know  the  real  conditions." 

"  I  judge  from  your  words  that  your  love  affairs  did  not 
turn  out  as  satisfactorily  as  might  be  wished."  The  other 
encouraged  by  this,  settled  himself  more  comfortably  in  his 
chair  in  order  to  explain  the  circumstances  of  this  love-affair, 
the  existence  of  which  his  friend  had  shrewdly  guessed. 

"  You  remember  that  young  lady,  Miss  Walton,  that 
lived  in  the  college  town,  —  of  course  you  do,"  he  quickly 
added,  "I  remember  that  at  one  time  you  were  very  much 
taken  with  her.  However,"  he  went  on,  with  a  quiet 
laugh,  for  your  sake  I  am  glad  you  did  not  continue  to  like 
her,  or  you  might  have  suffered  the  same  experience  that 
I  did." 

"  Soon  after  we  left  college,  I  made  up  my  mind  to  marry 
and,  strange  enough,  I  took  for  my  choice  our  old  friend 
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Miss  Walton" — here  he  glanced  at  his  friend  who  was  ab- 
sent-mindedly playing  with  the  salt-cellar,  evidently  quite  en- 
grossed with  the  story.    "  Go  on,"  he  said  quietly. 

"  Well,"  the  younger  man  continued,  "at  last  we  became 
engaged  and  planned  to  be  married  as  soon  as  I  should  dem- 
onstrate my  ability  to  support  a  wife.  The  next  year  she 
began  to  fail  in  health,  and  the  family  doctor  decided  that  if 
she  wished  to  save  her  life  she  must  go  to  a  milder  climate. 
She  started  at  the  approach  of  winter,  accompanied  by  her 
aunt,  her  only  living  relative.  I  was  unable  to  accompany 
her  then,  but  intended  to  go  out  for  her  and  bring  her  home 
the  following  summer."  The  speaker's  voice  had  now  lost 
its  sociable  and  confidential  tone,  and  was  low,  grave  and 
full  of  emotion.  He  was  evidently  rehearsing  that  part  of 
his  life's  drama  which  was  strangely  impressed  on  his  mind. 
He  puffed  slowly  at  his  cigar  before  continuing.  "  During 
the  first  month  of  her  absence,  I  received  almost  daily  letters 
from  her,  but  as  time  passed  on,  they  became  very  irregular, 
then  stopped  altogether,  and  I  received  no  reply  to  my 
urgent  letters,  demanding  what  was  the  matter." 

"  Throwing  up  my  position,  I  started  west  to  find  her, 
but  although  I  spent  months  and  a  great  deal  of  money,  try- 
ing to  ascertain  her  whereabouts,  was  unsuccessful.  I  could 
only  learn  that  a  month  before  my  arrival,  she  had  left  the 
hotel,  but  no  one  knew  where  she  had  gone.  At  last,  dis- 
couraged, I  returned  home  and  I  have  spent  the  remaining 
time  trying  to  forget  her."  As  he  finished  speaking  he 
looked  at  his  companion.  Pale  and  trembling  he  sat,  wear- 
ing a  startled  and  pained  expression. 

"  Frank,"  he  exclaimed  in  a  strained  voice,  rising  to  his 
feet,  "  I  never  knew  I  was  wronging  you,  but  that  woman  is 
my  wife!'  The  younger  man  sprang  to  his  feet,  his  eyes 
were  flashing  and  his  whole  countenance  was  ablaze  with 
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sudden  fury.  The  storm  without  was  at  its  height,  the  huge 
windows  shook  ominously  from  the  repeated  shocks  of  the 
wind. 

From  another  part  of  the  caff!  came  shouts  of  laughter, 
proceeding  from  a  table  where  were  collected  a  group  of 
friends.  The  younger  man's  face  calmed  a  little.  He  sat 
down,  and  reaching  for  the  box,  exclaimed  huskily,  "  Have  a 
cigar,  won't  you  Jack?" 


3fande0* 

BY  C.   T.  RYDER. 

When  low  the  sun  sinks  in  the  west 
And  paints  with  gold  the  distant  sands, 
I  sit  with  arms  crossed  on  my  breast 
And  dream  strange  dreams  of  foreign  lands  ; 

Lands  where  my  splendid  castles  stand, 
The  castles  of  a  thousand  spires, 
Where  now  the  slowly  sinking  sun 
Points  them  with  iridescent  fires. 

I  see  my  golden  castles  bright, 
Standing  upon  the  shining  beach, 
Before  a  sea  of  molten  gold  — 
I  see,  alas,  but  cannot  reach. 

But  as  I  watch,  the  castles  fade, 
Gone  are  the  purple,  gold,  and  red, 
Fallen  the  spires  and  minarets, 
For  Sol,  the  architect,  is  dead. 

The  light  has  faded  from  the  sky, 
The  night  comes  dropping  slowly  down, 
And  darkness  like  a  curtain  falls 
Silent  and  softly  o'er  the  town. 


mot  tbc  (Soifcen  IRule, 


BY  G.  CHITTENDEN. 

O  one  knew  the  cause  of  the  hatred  which  existed 
between  Winter,  of  the  Tenth  New  York  Volunteers, 
and  Seymour,  of  the  Sixth  Regular  Infantry.  Seymour  was 
a  "gentleman  ranker."  Upon  the  loss  of  his  fortune  he  had 
taken  to  the  army  for  the  same  reason  that  men  used  to  take 
to  monasteries  —  because  he  was  unfit  for  anything  else. 
His  comrades  knew  him  for  a  man  pleasant  only  in  his  cups, 
and  who  welcomed  any  kind  of  a  fight  with  joy.  His  nature 
was  far  from  unkindly  in  the  first  place,  but  reverses  of 
fortune  and  the  desertion  of  trusted  friends  had  made  him 
morose.  O'Reilly,  Seymour's  bunkie,  was  the  only  man  in 
the  regiment  who  liked  him. 

Winter  was  what  Seymour  might  have  been  —  a  man- 
about-town  who  had  enlisted  in  a  crack  regiment  for  the 
glory  of  the  thing,  but  who,  nevertheless,  made  a  good 
soldier.  He  was  a  man  who  always  looked  out  for  himself  to 
the  detriment  of  those  whom  he  called  his  friends.  He  it  was 
who  had  wrecked  Seymour's  fortunes  for  his  own  advantage. 
The  two  met  in  camp  at  Chickamauga,  and  Seymour,  not 
being  drunk  at  the  time,  postponed  the  revenge  he  longed 
for  until  a  more  propitious  occasion. 

Winter,  Seymour,  and  O'Reilly  lay  wounded  under  the 
baking  Cuban  sun.  The  red  charge  had  passed  them  and 
the  air  was  quiet  by  contrast.  O'Reilly  moved  slightly  and 
a  bullet  kicked  a  dust-spot  near  his  head.  The  Irishman 
cursed  and  reached  for  a  rifle  nearby,  but  the  exertion  was 
too  much  for  him  and  caused  his  wound  to  bleed  profusely. 

"Jack,"  he  said  to  Seymour,  who  lay  near  him. 

"  Well  Mike,  what  can  I  do  for  you  ? "  answered  Sey- 
mour painfully,  with  a  sorry  attempt  at  cheerfulness. 
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"  Shoot  that  damn  yellow  coward  in  the  palm-tree.  He 
nearly  potted  me  just  now." 

Seymour  moved  slowly  until  he  lay  facing  the  sharp- 
shooter. Then  he  got  hold  of  a  gun  and  loaded  it.  A  blue 
cap  showed  for  a  moment  in  the  top  branches  of  the  palm. 
The  next  instant  there  was  a  crash  of  broken  branches  and 
the  thud  of  a  body  striking  the  ground. 

"  Good  shot,  lad,"  said  O'Reilly.  Then,  a  little  later, 
"  Howly  Virgin,  what  wud  I  not  give  for  a  drink  of  water  !  " 

"  Water  !  "  echoed  Winter,  moving  convulsively,  "  Good 
God  !  I'll  die  if  I  don't  get  a  drink." 

Seymour  was  crawling  slowly,  painfully,  through  the 
high  grass  and  over  the  frequent  bodies  towards  the  palm 
tree.  He  had  seen  the  glint  of  a  canteen  as  the  sharp- 
shooter's body  fell  Many  times  in  that  long  hundred  yards 
he  was  near  to  fainting.  At  last,  with  fumbling  fingers,  he 
undid  the  canteen  from  the  dead  man's  belt.  Thank  heaven  ! 
it  was  nearly  full.  He  took  a  long  pull  and  rested  before 
starting  back.  The  whiskey-flavored  water  revived  him, 
and  the  journey  back  was  not  so  arduous.  He  reached 
O'Reilly  and  tendered  him  the  canteen.  The  grateful  Irish- 
man drank  deep  and  then  passed  the  water  to  Winter.  Be- 
fore his  eager  hand  could  grasp  it,  Seymour  snatched  the 
canteen  from  O'Reilly's  hand. 

"  Not  to  kint"  he  said,  "let  him  die.    He  deserves  it." 

"  Ye  must  have  a  touch  of  sun,  Jack.  Ye'd  not  refuse 
a  drink  to  a  dying  man  ? " 

"  I  would  to  him.  Listen  :  He  and  I  were  classmates  at 
Yale.  I  came  into  some  little  money  after  graduation.  He 
told  me  of  a  way  in  which  he  said  I  could  double  it.  I 
trusted  him,  for  he  was  my  friend,  and  gave  him  the  money 
to  invest  for  me  without  a  contract.  He  stole  it  all.  Does 
he  deserve  water  from  me  now  ?  " 
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"  He  does  not,"  said  O'Reilly  with  an  oath.    "  Drink, 

lad." 

u  Wait  a  minute,  just  a  minute,  and  I'll  make  it  all  right 
with  you,"  pleaded  Winter.  "  I'll  give  you  back  your  for- 
tune with  interest." 

"  But  -  how  -  about  -  the  -  girl  ? "    Seymour  was  weaker 

now. 

"  She's  still  single.    I  think  she  loves  you  yet." 

Silently  Seymour  handed  the  canteen  to  Winter,  who 
drank  the  last  drop. 

"  I'm  a  witness  to  this,"  said  the  Irishman,  an'  if  ye 
don't  live  up  to  your  agreement,  ye'll  not  live  long  enough 
to  get  absolution  !  " 

"  That's  interesting,  but  not  conclusive,"  replied  Winter, 
refreshed.  "  By  the  way,  I  forgot  to  mention  that  I  got  a 
letter  yesterday  from  my  lawyer  telling  me  that  I  am  not 
worth  a  cent,  and  also  another  from  a  friend  in  New  York 
who  is  going  to  marry  Miss  Thorne." 

A  slight  gurgle  was  all  the  answer  Seymour  gave  to 
this.  He  was  dead.  O'Reilly  reached  for  his  bayonet  and 
crawled  towards  Winter,  cursing.  Winter  secured  a  like 
weapon  and  rolled  so  as  to  face  his  adversary. 

The  Red  Cross  men  an  hour  later  found  one  living  and 
two  dead. 


a  3f  Ugbt  from  flftaurepas* 

BY  ROBESPIERRE,  P.  A.  I9OO. 

T  OUIS  XV,  in  the  year  1744,  was  compelled  to  leave  his 
"^army  and  remain  in  Metz  because  of  a  serious  illness. 

All  Paris  waited  anxiously  for  news  concerning  the  sick 
man  and  every  heart  beat  anxiously  when  his  condition 
changed.  His  servants  loved  him,  his  nobles  loved  him,  his 
people  loved  him  and  he  was  called  "  Louis  the  Well- 
Beloved." 

Thirty  years  have  gone  by  and  our  Louis  is  again  sick  ; 
this  time  in  his  palace  at  Paris.  But  what  a  change  has  oc- 
curred !  The  people  do  not  watch  his  condition  with 
anxious  looks  —  except  those  who  have  made  bets  con- 
cerning the  day  of  his  death  —  the  nobles  do  not  put 
on  mourning  and  walk  to  and  fro  with  downcast  looks  : 
what  has  made  this  change  ?  Why  does  not  Louis 
now  bear  the  name  of  "  Well-Beloved  "  ?  Alas,  a  change 
has  come  over  all  France  —  an  announcement  of  the  coming 
struggle  for  Liberty. 

I  said  that  the  nobles  did  not  wear  downcast  looks  but 
I  omitted  D'Aiguillon  and  Madam  Dubarry.  M.  Maret, 
Madam's  trusted  secretary,  had  been  keeping  faithful  watch 
over  the  king,  for  his  death  meant  her  downfall  and  she  must 
escape.  This  man  had  provided  the  means  for  her  escape, 
but  what  was  to  become  of  him  ?  He  was  only  a  secretary, 
a  servant,  and  he  must  do  his  duty  to  his  mistress,  if  she 
needed  it. 

On  the  fourth  of  May,  Madam  comes  from  the  sick 
chamber  with  hope  taken  from  her.  The  King  has  de- 
manded his  confessor  and  thinks  himself  about  to  die- 
Dubarry  and  D'Aiguillon  believe  the  end  to  be  near  at  hand 
and,  during  the  next  afternoon,  they  drive  away.  None 
know  where  they  go  except  the  faithful  Maret,  who  is  left 
behind  to  arrange  Madam's  matters  and  escape  if  he  can. 
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The  dawn  of  the  tenth  of  May  rises  upon  France  ;  but 
not  upon  the  sick  chamber  of  Louis,  for  it  is  darkened  to 
satisfy  the  sick  King,  who  yet  lives  —  but  not  long.  And 
listen  !  What  is  that  sound  that  arises  without  the  cham- 
ber ?  It  is  only  the  shouts  of  the  courtiers  and  people 
welcoming  the  Dauphin  and  Dauphiness  as  their  King  and 
Queen.  All  is  confusion,  and  in  the  din  and  noise  the  dying 
King  is  forgotten.  Everyone  is  striving  for  favor  with  his 
new  Lord,  the  once  fallen  are  now  in  triumph,  those  who 
were  before  in  power  are  among  the  fallen,  and  Maret  is  not 
forgotten,  for  he  was  the  secretary  of  the  once  powerful 
Madam  Dubarry. 

There  is  a  man  who  was  minister  of  Louis  XV,  and 
will  contrive  to  be  minister  of  Louis  XVI  in  spite  of  his 
foes.  He  is  Maurepas,  a  crafty,  witty,  old  statesman  who 
knows  how  to  gain  favor  with  his  new  Lord  and  has  few 
fears  of  being  put  aside  for  a  new  minister.  He  knows  that 
the  King  will  be  perplexed,  and  he  must  only  hint  that  he 
can  manage  affairs  and  this  remark  will  lie  deep  in  the 
King's  mind  and,  in  the  end,  Maurepas  will  be  chosen. 
But  he  must  first  turn  for  aid  to  the  rising  party  and 
so  he  makes  for  them  a  list  of  names  of  those  who  must 
surely  be  put  out  of  the  way.  Among  the  fallen  names,  and 
foremost  among  them,  is  that  of  "  Maret "  and  our  wily 
minister  plans  out  their  downfall. 

As  M.  Maret  comes  forth  from  his  chamber,  he  meets 
only  the  upturned,  grinning  faces  of  the  courtiers  who  once 
were  accustomed  to  bow  low  and  look  solemn.  They,  also, 
can  hunt  out  the  fallen  ones  and  it  is  time  for  our  friend  to 
be  away  from  this  danger.  Yet  he  looks  not  in  amazement 
at  these  changed  scenes  ;  he  appears  to  be  quite  un- 
conscious of  them,  but  all  the  while  he  is  planning  his 
escape,  which  he  intends  to  make  as  quickly  as  possible. 
He  knows  well  that  Maurepas  is  watching  him  and  that  all 
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his  ingenuity  must  be  put  to  test.    When  he  has  determined 
upon  his  course  he  goes  to  the  minister's  rooms. 
"  Is  monseigneur  within  ?  " 

"He  is  in,"  responded  the  servant,  "but  whom  shall  I 
announce  ? " 

"  M.  Maret,  the  servant  and  secretary  of  the  Madam." 

The  servant  informs  Maurepas,  who  in  turn  informs  his 
guard  and  then  orders  Maret  to  be  ushered  within. 

The  young  man  stands  before  this  sage  and  realizes  that 
he  must  use  all  his  craftiness  to  outwit  him,  so  he  says, 
"  May  I  be  so  bold  as  to  ask  your  Highness  for  a  pass  to 
Holland,  my  home,  which  I  wish  to  visit  in  a  short  time?" 
Each  of  these  men  knows  the  thoughts  of  the  other  but 
Maurepas  cannot  act  until  he  is  counsellor  in  truth,  and  until 
then  Maret  is  safe. 

"  I  most  willingly  give  you  the  pass,"  responds  the  sage, 
but  tell  me  your  course  that  I  may  have  comforts  in 
readiness  for  you." 

Maret  outlines  his  course  and  leaves  with  the  pass  and 
also  with  two  stout  guards  on  his  track,  who  are  to  follow 
and  bring  him  back  when  the  tocsin  peals  forth  that  the  new 
King  is  King  indeed. 

Our  hero  is  now  hastening  with  all  possible  speed  and, 
at  no  great  distance  behind  him,  the  two  warriors  of  Maure- 
pas hasten  with  equal  speed.  On,  on  he  rides  and  yet  the 
two  follow.  But  look  !  our  hero  starts  forward.  He  hears 
the  tolling  of  the  tocsin  and,  as  he  turns  a  sharp  angle,  he 
leaps  lightly  to  the  ground  and  into  a  wayside  grove,  while 
his  horse  dashes  madly  on,  free  of  its  charge  and  pursued  in 
the  growing  gloom  by  the  two  soldiers.  Maret  emerges 
from  the  grove  and,  on  foot,  retraces  his  journey,  for  he 
means  to  outwit  Maurepas. 

It  is  now  safe  for  him  to  stay  for  a  few  days  in  Paris 
and,  when  the  storm  has  abated,  again  to  take  up  his  journey 


A  FLIGHT  FROM  MAUREPAS. 


143 


and  join  his  mistress.  He  therefore  enters  the  gates  just 
before  they  close,  mingling  with  a  band  of  returning  soldiers. 
He  cannot  be  recognized  for  he  has  more  the  appearance  of 
a  beggar  than  of  a  secretary  of  Madam.  He  walks  through 
the  now  cleared  streets  until  he  finds  a  small  tavern  where 
he  can  rest  for  the  night.  As  he  lies  down,  he  imagines  he 
hears  a  scratching  on  the  outside  of  the  door,  but  he  is  tired 
and  surely  it  is  nothing  more  than  a  lonesome  rat,  so  he  shuts 
his  eyes  in  sleep.  His  sleep  is  not  a  restful  one  and  soon  he 
awakes  with  a  start.  He  looks  sleepily  about  and  thinks 
he  sees  a  hand  thrust  through  a  hole  in  the  door,  and  then 
he  sees  the  door  open  and  two  men  enter.  He  is  now  wide 
awake  and  with  one  bound  leaps  from  his  bed  and  grasps 
his  sword  ;  but  he  is  too  late.  As  he  passes  at  the  man 
before  him,  a  third  enters  and  twists  the  sword  from  his 
grasp  just  as  the  man  in  front  passes  his  sword  through 
Maret's  body. 

So  fell  all  who  opposed  the  great  craft  of  the  wily  and 
stern  Maurepas,  for  there  were  few  in  all  the  Kingdom  of 
France  who  could  deceive  the  first  minister  of  Louis  XVI. 
A  pleasant  and  dangerous  man  was  this  counsellor,  for  he 
had  a  jest  and  a  joke  for  all  things  at  all  times,  even  when 
death  itself  was  concerned. 


Zhxec  Dtctims  of  jfate- 

BY  R.   J.  DODD. 

^J^HE  nice  looking  young  man  with  the  fall  overcoat  and 
the  red  necktie  was  buying  half  a  pound  of  choc- 
olates for  his  best  girl,  and  Sawed-off  Perry  and  his  sister 
Nellie  were  watching  him  through  the  big  plate-glass  win- 
dow. The  Irish  princess  who  presided  at  the  counter  was 
smiling  across  the  wide,  tin  platters  whereon  were  piled 
mountains  of  candy  of  all  sorts,  colors  and  tastes.  She  had 
a  red  ribbon  in  her  wavey  brown  hair,  and  a  strawberry-and- 
cream  blush  on  her  cheek.  For  the  nice-looking  young  man 
had  just  given  her  a  flower  which  he  took  from  his  button- 
hole and  which,  presumably,  he  had  purchased  for  the  same 
sweet  one  whose  dainty  palate  he  was  spending  his  hard- 
earned  money  to  satisfy.  But  this  history  will  not  concern 
itself  with  this  young  man.  Of  him  it  is  sufficient  to  say 
that  Sawed-off  Perry  and  his  sister,  looking  through  the 
window,  had  seen  his  act  of  fickleness,  and  Sawed-off  had 
remarked,  "  Aw  !  Aw!  'e's.givin'  'er  a  posy-posy  !  Ain't  'e 
a  sport,  Nellie  !  " 

When  the  girl  at  the  counter  had  finished  weighing  out 
the  chocolates,  and  had  handed  them,  in  a  dainty  blue  box 
with  a  ribbon  to  hold  it  by,  to  the  nice  looking  young  man, 
and  the  latter  had  gone  out,  leaving  behind  him  a  puff  of 
cigarette  smoke  and  a  good  impression,  Sawed-off  and  his  sister 
likewise  left  the  shop  and  wandered  hand  in  hand  down  the 
street  —  hand  in  hand,  because  Nellie  was  small  and  weak, 
and  Sawed-off  thought  that  he  was  big  and  strong,  although 
in  reality  he  was  little  larger  than  his  sister. 

"  I'll  tell  yer  wat  it  is,  Nellie,"  he  said,  "  I'd  like  ter  be 
a  sport,  an'  I'm  goin'  to  be,  some  day — W'y  w'at's  the 
matter  Nellie  ? " 

The  little  girl's  face  was  drawn  and  white  and  the  big 
round  eyes  had  a  glassy  stare.    Sawed-off  had  seen  this 
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same  look  before ;  and  it  had  kept  him  awake  nights  with 
horror,  and  he  had  put  his  head  under  the  ragged  bed-clothes 
and  cried  over  it ;  for  nearly  every  time  when  that  expression 
had  come,  he  had  seen  his  sister  turn  stiff  and  rigid  and 
warping,  like  a  fish  when  first  put  into  the  frying-pan.  And 
so  he  muttered  a  little  prayer  to  the  Father  whom  the 
sunday-school  teacher  had  told  him  about,  that  Nellie 
might  not  have  the  fit  here  in  the  street. 

Gradually  the  glassy  stare  faded  away  and  left  in  its 
place  a  look  of  terror.  All  danger  of  the  fit  was  over,  and 
Sawed-off  thought  for  a  moment  of  thanking  God,  in  fear 
lest  he  might  send  the  fit  back,  but  he  soon  forgot  about 
that. 

Nellie  only  clung  tightly  to  his  hand  as  they  continued 
on,  and  Sawed-off  was  too  scared  to  speak  ;  for  it  seemed  to 
him  that  during  these  moments  when  the  glassy  stare  was 
in  her  eyes  Nellie's  soul  must  be  somewhere  beyond  the 
line  of  life  and  death,  and  he  feared  to  trust  his  voice  while 
the  Thing  that  had  Nellie  in  its  power  might  be  near.  And 
Nellie  herself  seemed  to  look  upon  it  as  a  Thing  ;  for  she 
said  that  she  had  terrible  thoughts  when  the  spell  was  com- 
ing on  her. 

"  Oh,  Harry  ! "  she  said  at  length,  "  it  was  those  choc- 
olates that  made  it  come.  I  just  got  to  wishin'  for  some  — 
and  —  I  guess  it  was  wrong,  Harry  —  the  sunday-school 
teacher  said  it  was  wrong  to  want  other  people's  things  — 
but  I  wished  I  had  a  whole  bagful  of  chocolates — and  you 
told  me  about  a  man  that  had  a  million  dollars,  and  I  guess 
that  was  why  it  come  'cause  I  wished  —  just  a  minute  — 
that  we  had  some  of  his  money." 

Now  Sawed-off  Perry  had  no  such  notions  concerning 
the  divine  rights  of  the  rich.  He  felt  in  his  heart  that  mil- 
lionaires were  hogs,  and  he  could  see  no  reason  why  he, 
Sawed-off  Perry,  should  be  kicking  around  the  streets,  un- 
able to  buy  five  cents  worth  of  chocolates  for  little  pale- 
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faced,  empty-eyed  Nellie,  while  certain  men  with  whom  he 
was  acquainted  in  a  professional  way  were  putting  their 
greedy  hands  out  and  gathering  in  and  hogging  all  the  good 
things  of  life,  and  growling  over  them  like  a  dog  over  a 
bone ;  nor  why,  when  he  picked  up  the  stub  of  a  gentleman's 
cigarette,  he,  Perry,  should  be  obliged  to  smoke  the  end, 
while  the  gentleman  was  entitled  to  the  whole.  And  so  it 
nettled  him  to  see  Nellie  so  meek  and  humble  ;  but  he  said 
nothing,  because  he  stood  in  such  awe  of  the  Thing. 

Sawed-off's  mother  was  a  thin,  querulous  woman,  and 
when  Sawed-off  and  his  sister  reached  home  she  knew  in- 
stinctively what  had  happened  and  at  once  put  Nellie  to 
bed.  Sawed-off  sat  for  sometime  at  the  untidy  supper  table, 
jingling  a  spoon  in  a  cup  and  thinking.  Nellie  wanted 
chocolates  and  chocolates  she  should  have,  he  decided.  He 
would  get  them  for  her  and  put  them  on  her  pillow,  where 
she  would  find  them  the  first  thing  in  the  morning. 

^  *3K  3|t  ^ 

A  square-faced,  miserly  Greek  kept  a  candy  store  under 
the  viaduct,  where  the  railroad  tracks  run  over  the  street ; 
and  near  here  Sawed-off  Perry  found  himself  at  twelve 
o'clock  that  night.  There  were  few  people  on  the  street, 
and  nothing  could  be  heard  except  the  roar  of  a  train  of 
freight  cars  that  was  being  pushed  with  grinding  brakes 
over  the  viaduct  above. 

Sawed-off  Perry  had  searched  in  vain  for  a  nickle  or  a 
dime,  and  during  his  quest  of  four  hours  he  had  worked 
himself  into  a  kind  of  rebellion  against  fate ;  the 
longer  he  sought,  the  more  rebellious  he  became,  and  the 
more  pity  he  had  for  himself  and  for  small  chocolate- craving 
Nellie,  placed  by  fate  in  the  power  of  the  accursed  Thing. 
So  now  he  was  fully  resolved  to  break  into  the  store  of  this 
miserly  Greek. 

He  waited  until  he  could  see  no  people  in  sight  and 
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then  slunk  softly  around  between  the  wall  of  the  viaduct  and 
that  of  the  small  one-story  building  where  the  candy  store 
was.  It  was  easy  to  pry  open  the  door  in  the  rear,  and  once 
inside,  to  feel  his  way  among  the  litter  of  boxes  there. 
Finally  he  came  upon  a  wooden  pail  of  chocolates  resting  in 
all  their  richness  and  plenty  on  a  shelf  just  within  his  reach. 
How  he  ate  !  All  the  unsatisfied  longing  of  his  short  life 
was  to  be  satisfied  now  For  everv  time  that  his  mouth  had 
watered  at  the  piles  of  candy  in  this  Greek's  window  he 
would  make  up  with  a  double  handful.  So  he  stood  there 
in  a  dark  paradise  of  satisfied  yearning,  revelling  in  the 
unlimited  stores  about  him,  and  ate  and  ate,  stuffing  the 
chocolates  into  his  mouth  three  and  four  at  a  time.  At 
length,  surfeited,  he  filled  his  pockets  and  was  stumbling 
toward  the  door,  when  lo  !  a  huge  shadow  fell  across  the 
white  square  of  light,  a  heavy  foot-fall  sounded  on  the  gravel 
outside,  and  policeman  McCarty's  cynical  face  appeared  at 
the  door. 

********* 

At  eight  o'clock  the  next  morning  there  was  a  busy 
hum  about  the  police  station.  The  spectators  and  the 
friends  of  those  on  whom  the  law  had  laid  its  clutches  the 
day  before  had  begun  to  arrive.  They  came  mostly  in 
groups  —  twos  and  threes,  and  whole  families ;  few  came 
alone.  There  was  a  white-haired  old  man  whose  drunken 
son  had  been  arrested  for  fighting  ;  a  hard  working  man  of 
middle  age  with  a  daughter  behind  the  bars  ;  two  or  three 
women  who  had  come  to  learn  the  fate  of  sons  or  husbands  ; 
and  among  these  last  came  Sawed-off's  mother,  with  a  shawl 
over  her  head,  looking  forlorn  and  worried,  and  sickened  by 
the  prison-smell. 

At  nine  o'clock  the  doors  of  the  stuffy  court-room  were 
opened  and  the  anxious,  ill-smelling  crowd  was  let  in  to  the 
presence  of  the  judge  and  the  clerk  of  the  court,  who  sat  in 
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state,  the  one  above  the  other,  on  the  bench  at  one  end  of 
the  room.  Then  a  policeman  opened  a  door,  and  the  pre- 
vious day's  round-up  of  offenders  was  turned  into  the  pen. 
There  was  a  woman  with  tousled  hair  ;  three  or  four  sullen- 
faced  toughs  ;  a  respectable  looking  young  man  who  gazed 
with  disgust  upon  his  surroundings  —  all  alike  with  un- 
combed hair  and  faces  haggard  with  loss  of  sleep.  Sawed-off 
Perry  came  in  last  and  when  his  mother  saw  him  she  rose 
from  her  seat,  but  the  clerk  said  harshly  "  sit  down  !  " 

Sawed-off's  mother  watched  him  wistfully  while  the 
other  cases  were  being  run  through.  At  last  the  clerk,  with 
an  awful  document  in  his  hand,  said,  "  Harry  Perry  stand 
up !  Witnesses  stand  up  !  It  is  charged  against  you 
that  you  did  on  the  fifteenth  of  October  feloniously 
break  and  enter  the  store  of  one  Paul  Vatsokan  !  What  say 
you,  guilty  or  not  guilty  ? "  And  Sawed-off's  mother  an- 
swered faintly  "  guilty." 

"You  stand  committed  for  two  years  in  the  state 
reformatory,"  they  told  him,  and  with  bowed  head  Sawed-off's 
mother  went  out. 

A  woman  with  a  white  face  met  her  at  the  door  and 
hurried  her  home,  where  she  found  Nellie  lying  on  the  bed 
with  the  doctor  bending  over  her.  The  news  of  Sawed-off's 
arrest  had  done  its  work.  And  there  you  will  find  Sawed-off's 
mother  now,  working  harder  than  ever  with  nobody  but  her- 
self to  work  for,  with  Nellie  dead  and  Sawed-off  in  the 
reformatory  —  three  victims  cf  fate. 


flD$  ©16  Canoe. 

J.   5.  SEABURV. 

When  the  morning  sun  peeps  o'er  the 
And  the  summer  air  is  cool  and  still, 
When  the  river  currents  swiftly  glide 
Without  a  ripple  from  side  to  side, 
Then  over  the  waters  clear  and  blue 
I  gently  paddle  my  old  canoe. 

Many  a  happy  hour  has  fled 
While  on  and  on  I'm  gently  led 
By  nature's  soft  resistless  hand, 
Along  by  shores  of  sparkling  sand, 
Or  past  the  banks  of  tempting  shade 
With  now  and  then  a  cooling  glade, 
There  in  the  reeds  still  wet  with  dew 
I  stop  and  moor  my  old  canoe. 

The  gray  November  skies  hang  low, 

And  chill  winds  whisper  of  the  snow  ; 

No  more  beside  the  shady  brink 

I  list  the  merry  bobolink, 

No  more  green  fields  and  summer  skie 

And  shady  woodlands  greet  my  eyes  ; 

But  stretching  meadows  brown  and  ba 

With  dreary  aspect  everywhere. 

The  days  grow  short,  and  chances  few 

For  me  to  use  mv  old  canoe. 

My  thoughts  go  back  as  1  behold 
The  frozen  river  bleak  and  cold, 
And  still  remember  now  the  day 
I  laid  my  little  craft  away  ; 
Despite  its  age.  'twill  ever  be 
W7hat  it  has  always  seemed  to  me  — 
A  friend,  companion  —  good  and  true  ; 
I  long  for  my  old  birch  canoe. 


"IRone  but  tbe  Brave  ©eserve  tbe  fair/' 


HE  was  an  Abbot  girl  and  he  an  Andover  man  and  the 


story  of  how  they  met  —  loved  and  married  is  as  true 
as  most  stories  are. 

It  was  a  spring  afternoon,  and  she  with  her  room-mate 
was  taking  a  walk,  favorite  with  Abbot  girls,  along  a  woody 
path  in  the  outskirts  of  Andover,  looking  for  spring  wild 
flowers.  Now  it  is  perfectly  true  that  coincidences  in  real 
life  are  as  common  as  they  are  in  stories,  and  so  it  happened 
that  just  as  Grace  Manning  was  stooping  over  and  tossing  a 
few  leaves  aside  with  her  dainty  foot  in  the  search  of  — 
hepaticas,  Hugh  Bayard  and  his  chum,  just  by  chance,  were 
strolling  along  that  very  path  and  came  full  upon  her. 
When  you  know  the  truth  the  coincidence  is  not  so  very  re- 
markable after  all,  for  a  short  time  before  they  had  been  in- 
troduced at  a  Senior  reception  and  had  talked  together  a  few 
moments,  but  long  enough  for  her  to  speak  in  a  truly  girlish 
manner  of  the  delight  of  hunting  wild  flowers,  and  for  him  to 
say  foolishly,  looking  at  her,  that  he  should  love  to  see  one  flower 
picking  another  flower.  She  had  tossed  her  head  and  vowed 
never  to  give  him  the  chance  so  far  as  she  was  concerned, 
and  he  had  vowed,  just  as  vehemently,  to  take  the  chance — 
and  he  nearly  won. 

She  looked  up  with  a  flushed  face  and  said,  "  Mr. 
Bayard,  you  are  unkind — you  should  have  helped  me  keep 
my  vow.  It  is  even  unmanly  of  you  and  not  a  bit  worthy 
of  the  big  men  you  think  yourselves  at  Phillips." 

He  laughed  gently  and  called  it  a  pretty  speech,  but  he 
felt  rather  cut,  and  somehow  believed  that  some  day  he 
would  do  things  to  make  her  speak  differently  of  him. 
Hugh  was  a  fellow  with  any  amount  of  spirit  and  good  spirit, 
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too,  but  inclined  to  be  somewhat  reckless.  He  liked  the 
girl  and  he  made  up  his  mind  to  make  her  like  him  or 
despise  him,  then  and  there.  He  called  her  Grace  and 
watched  her  toss  her  head  in  answer.  For  half  an  hour  he 
showed  her  all  the  power  of  his  wit  and  made  her  almost 
scorn  him,  and  then  he  grew  more  serious  until  she  began  to 
half  like  him  and  even  called  him  Hugh,  for  meetings  in  the 
woods  are  unconventional  affairs.  But  before  they  parted 
she  made  him  promise  never  to  meet  her  again  in  Andover 
as  it  was  against  all  school  rules.  Reluctantly  he  gave  the 
promise,  believing  with  a  youth's  buoyant  hopes  that  fate 
would  make  some  chance  for  him. 

Three  years  passed.  The  ship  Morning  Star  lay  off 
Tomkinsville,  New  York,  waiting  for  two  belated  passengers. 
Hugh  Bayard,  2nd  mate,  was  glancing  over  the  morning 
paper  when  he  heard  the  orders,  "  Way  enough  — oars,"  and 
the  ship's  twelve  oared  cutter  splashed  alongside.  His  eyes, 
as  they  glanced  up  from  his  paper  at  the  sound  of  steps  on 
the  gangway,  met  the  gaze  of  Miss  Manning  as  she  and  her 
father  stepped  aboard. 

For  two  months  Hugh,  knowing  full  well  the  bounds  of 
his  position  aboard  ship,  had  little  to  say  to  the  girl  whom 
he  had  loved  at  first  sight  and  on  whose  account  he  had  left 
Andover  and  followed  the  sea,  because  he  was  man  enough 
to  feel  that  he  must  make  something  of  himself  before  he 
showed  her  his  love. 

As  he  kept  his  night  watches,  walking  the  quarterdeck 
alone  with  only  the  creaking  of  the  spars  and  the  swish  of 
the  water  alongside  for  company,  he  often  wondered  what 
fate  would  do  for  him  now  that  she  was  brought  so  close  to 
him  when  he  least  expected  her.  Sometimes  in  his  off 
watch  in  the  day  he  would  station  himself  in  the  lee  channels 
with  a  dip  net  in  hand  and  catch  the  countless  things  of  in- 
terest that  are  always  passing  in  the  ocean  water,  and  take 
his  delight  in  showing  them  to  her.      Sometimes  when  a 
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school  of  dolphin  or  bonito  came  around  he  would  fish  for 
them  and  be  happy  in  the  thought  that  she  would  enjoy  the 
fresh  meat  after  the  menu  of  canned  goods. 

So  in  all  his  labor  there  was  his  cup  of  joy.  The  prize 
was  not  his,  but  she  was  near  him.  But  as  the  voyage  went 
on  this  very  thought  came  to  cause  him  great  distress.  The 
crew,  a  crowd  of  men  of  all  nations,  began  to  show  a  spirit 
of  dissatisfaction  and  one,  the  ringleader,  a  giant  in  size  and 
strength,  came  nearer  and  nearer  to  open  rebellion.  Ordin- 
arily he  would  have  feared  nothing,  for  the  afterguard  with 
their  intelligence  and  better  equipment  are  always  a  match 
for  the  brute  strength  and  numbers  of  the  seamen.  But 
this  voyage  the  captain  had  taken  fifty  steerage  passengers, 
thirty  of  whom  were  men,  thus  making  a  total  forward  of 
forty-five  against  a  force  alt,  of  the  captain,  two  mates, 
cook  and  steward,  carpenter  and  five  passengers,  but  eleven 
men  in  all. 

Hugh  watched  the  gathering  storm  and  finally  felt  that 
it  must  surely  burst  at  last,  and  he  prayed  for  strength  and 
for  her. 

Sooner  than  he  expected  the  first  signs  of  the  crash  ap- 
peared. A  day  came  when  nothing  but  sullen  looks  were  seen 
on  the  faces  of  the  crew.  Their  answers  to  orders  were  un- 
civil and  nearly  beyond  even  the  forbearance  of  officers,  who 
knew  full  well  that  a  blow  in  answer  would  likely  mean  their 
death.  At  night  it  came  up  squally.  In  the  middle  watch 
all  hands  were  ordered  on  deck  to  take  in  sail,  and  Hugh 
sprang  aloft  with  the  rest  to  oversee  the  work  of  reefing  and 
furling.  At  first  the  excitement  of  the  work  took  away  all 
his  thoughts  of  fear,  but  gradually  as  he  stood  there  up 
aloft  and  felt  himself  alone  with  those  men,  there  creeped 
over  him  the  dread  that  they  would  seize  the  chance  and 
hurl  him  into  the  sea.  The  feeling  mastered  him  —  the 
panic  of  terror  made  him  look  about,  and  there,  just  behind 
him,  reaching  for  him  was  the  arm  of  the  ringleader,  the  man 
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whom  he  had  heard  swear  to  take  his  life.  His  athletic  days 
at  Andover  had  taught  him  quickness,  and  he  sprang  for  a 
back  stay  as  the  arm  struck  at  him,  and  slid  down  on  deck. 
Then  his  courage  and  a  feeling  of  his  old  recklessness  came 
to  him  and  he  seized  an  iron  belaying  pin  from  the  rail  and 
waited  for  his  man,  or  for  all  the  men  ;  in  the  sudden  passion 
of  his  strength  he  cared  not  which.  Luckily  the  mate  saw 
his  action,  guesssed  at  his  intention  and  going  up  to  him 
told  him  of  all  the  horrors  of  a  night  mutiny  and  won  him 
over  to  let  things  pass  until  the  morning. 

Early  the  next  day  the  captain  armed  his  small  force 
and  placed  them  in  the  pilot  house  out  of  sight  but  ready  for 
instant  call.  Then  he,  with  his  two  mates  at  his  side, 
called  the  ringleader,  aft,  and  with  him,  as  far  as  the 
break  of  the  poop,  came  his  forty-four  followers.  Jim 
came  aft  rolling  up  his  sleeves  and  swaggering,  and 
asked  what  the  matter  was.  Captain  Carver  accused 
him,  and  then  with  a  marvelous  dexterity,  he  struck 
him  full  in  the  face,  knocked  his  feet  from  under  him, 
and  grabbed  his  sheath  knife  from  his  belt.  Hugh  saw  the 
man  falling  and  sprang  to  hold  him  down.  The  deed  of  the 
captain  was  the  signal  for  attack  and  the  whole  forward 
force  with  sheath  knives  and  crow  bars  and  belaying  pins 
for  weapons  rushed  at  the  three  men  on  the  quarter  deck. 
The  eight  men  in  the  pilot  house  rushed  out  ;  then  there  fol- 
lowed a  scene  full  of  deeds  of  valor  ;  of  crazed  and  super- 
human strength  ;  of  the  power  of  the  right  against  the 
wrong ;  and  ghastly  bloodshed.  Those  eleven  fought 
for  themselves,  but  more  than  that  they  fought  for 
wives  and  for  helpless  women,  and  they  fought  like 
very  demons.  Hugh  lost  his  hold  upon  his  man  —  the 
big  fellow  jumped  up  and  they  grappled  in  a  fair  struggle. 
Gathering  every  bit  of  strength  into  one  supreme  effort, 
Hugh  lifted  the  giant  off  his  feet  and  hurled  him  to  the  deck, 
knocking  him  senseless.     With  a  cry  of  passion  he  threw 
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himself  into  the  fearful  struggle  about  him  and  was  the  very 
soul  of  the  little  band  of  the  afterguard.  Fire-arms,  sharp 
steel,  and  manly  courage  told,  and  the  mutiny  was  lost.  Ten 
of  the  mutineers  had  been  killed  and  three  of  the  passengers 
severely  wounded.  Hugh  was  a  mass  of  cuts  and  bruises, 
but  kept  on  at  his  duty.  The  ringleader  and  six  of  his  mates 
were  placed  in  irons  and  the  others  punished  heavily. 

It  was  on  the  second  night  after  the  mutiny  that  Hugh 
Bayard  was  made  to  feel  that  his  fight  meant  more  to  him 
than  the  saving  of  other  lives  and  the  saving  of  his  own  — 
it  meant  to  him  the  beginning  of  a  new  life.  He  was  pacing 
the  quarter  deck  just  after  eight  bells  had  struck  and  the 
8-12  watch  had  come  on  duty,  when  Grace  Manning  stole 
up  to  him,  and  taking  his  hand  with  a  strong  womanly  grasp, 
said  to  him  —  "  Hugh  —  once,  you  remember,  when  we  were 
both  very  foolish  I  told  you  that  you  were  unmanly,  and  you 
thought  to  yourself,  I  will  prove  myself  a  man  to  her  some 
day.  You  didn't  tell  me,  but  I  knew  your  spirit  as  soon  as 
I  met  you,  and  we  women  can  tell  men's  thoughts  some- 
times better  than  they  can  themselves.  Now  I  want  to  tell 
you,  Hugh,  that  your  thought  has  come  truer  than  ever  you 
had  any  idea  of.  I  honor  you,  Hugh,  for  a  very  sterling 
manhood."  She  had  dropped  her  hand  from  his,  but  he 
took  it  very  gently  again  and  bent  over  and  kissed  it,  and 
looked  at  her  with  his  whole  soul  in  his  eyes,  and  she  met 
his  gaze  frankly,  but  bowed  her  head  quickly,  for  she  knew 
what  he  was  going  to  say.  "  Grace,  you  have  said,  we 
women  sometimes  know  your  own  thoughts  better  than  you 
yourself  —  then  you  have  known  ever  since  we  met  that  I 
loved  you  ;  you  have  known  the  whole  meaning  of  my  life 
since  then.  Grace,  is  fate  with  me?"  Eyes  always  speak 
quicker  than  words,  and  though  she  answered,  "  It  is,  Hugh/' 
he  knew  and  was  happy  before  she  spoke. 


Gbe  fIDontb- 


Feb.  20,  Morning  chapel  exercises  were  conducted  by  repre- 
sentatives of  Hampton  Institute.  The  well  known  Hampton 
Quartet  rendered  several  plantation  melodies. 

Feb.  21,  The  Hockey  team  played  M.  I.  T.  and  was  defeated 
by  a  score  of  3-1. 

Feb.  23,  Mr.  W.  D.  Forbes  began  taking  the  classes  of  Prof. 
Forbes,  who  has  been  forced  to  go  South  for  his  health. 

Feb.  28,  The  Old  South  Church  took  fire  and  was  consider- 
ably damaged. 

March  3,  A  banquet  of  the  members  of  the  Senior  class  was 
held  at  Young's,  in  Boston.  Before  the  dinner  the  Seniors  attended 
"  The  Girl  from  Maxims." 

March  9,  Elections  were  held  at  Forum  and  Philo.  F.  L. 
Collins  was  elected  president  of  Forum,  and  J.  E.  Sweet  of  Philo. 

March  10,  The  Annual  Dinner  of  Forum  was  held  at  the 
Mansion  House.  Several  alumni  were  present  and  the  affair  was 
a  very  enjoyable  one. 

The  names  of  successful  competitors  in  the  Means  compe- 
tition were  announced. 


HIMrage, 

"APPLE  ANNIE." 

The  subject  of  this  sketch  was  an  odd  character,  yet  interest- 
ing and  possessing  peculiarities  and  individual  traits  too  rare  in 
the  world  today.  She  was  an  old  German  woman  (more  fittingly 
"  lady  "  )  who  used  to  sell  apples  on  the  depot  platform  in  a  far 
Western  town.  There  was  scarcely  a  man  running  on  the  division 
who  was  unacquainted  with  her,  and  the  cheerful  salutation  she 
always  received  from  the  most  disagreeable  of  them  was  good 
demonstration  of  the  respect  and  regard  of  the  men.  The  busiest 
never  lacked  time  to  call  out  in  passing  "  Hello,  Annie,"  or  "  How's 
business,  Auntie  ?  "  The  cause  of  such  friendship  from  these  men 
was  evident  every  time  a  train  stopped  to  give  the  wearied  travel- 
lers on  the  trans-continental  an  opportunity  to  stretch  their  weary 
limbs,  and  indulge  in  a  hasty  meal.  At  such  times,  Annie's  busi- 
ness flourished  greatly,  and  she  was  surrounded  by  a  crowd, 
attracted  as  much  by  the  big  blue  bonnet  as  by  the  bright  red 
fruit.  Yet  always  there  was  an  apple  left  for  the  greasy  engineer 
in  his  hot  dirty  cab  ;  or  some  pale  child,  leaning  from  the  car 
window  to  watch  the  new  scenes,  would  find  itself  in  possession 
of  a  big  red  apple,  and  would  wonder  and  question  for  hours  there- 
after about  the  "  Auntie."  These  are  some  of  the  many  deeds  of 
kindness  done  in  a  small  way,  but  with  a  great  heart —  unrecorded, 
unrecompensed  seemingly,  which  served  to  make  her  spirit  seem 
as  an  oasis  of  refreshing  nobleness  in  a  desert  of  selfishness. 

When  the  march  of  progress  brought  better  convenience  for 
travellers,  "  Apple  Annie  "  was  forced  to  retire,  but  the  "  soul-less  " 
corporation  proved  the  adjective  unjust,  by  giving  her  a  pension. 
More  "  Apple  Annies  "  are  needed  in  the  world,  I  say. 

G.  E.  M. 

A   MODERN  FABLE. 

Once  upon  a  time  there  was  a  scholar  who  spent  so  much  of 
his  time  on  equations  and  like  useless  things  that  after  a  time  he 
became  one-sided  and  lost,  forsooth,  his  mental  balance.  And  a 
scheme  entered  his  head  to  search  for  the  philosopher's  stone.  So 
he  laid  aside  his  Wells'  Higher  Algebra,  locked  his  study  door, 
and  armed  with  a  pair  of  ground-glass  mental  spectacles,  he 
started  on  his  quest. 
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For  a  long  time  he  travelled,  and  people  who  saw  him  shook 
their  heads  and  tapped  their  foreheads,  and  little  boys  threw 
stones  at  him,  crying  "  Look  at  the  mooney  old  buck  !  "  But  all 
this  his  ground-glass  spectacles  prevented  his  seeing. 

So  he  journeyed  on  until  he  came  to  a  little  grove,  and  in  the 
middle  of  the  grove  was  a  clear  stream,  and  by  the  stream  was  a 
round,  white  rock.  And  the  scholar  knew  that  this  was  the  phil- 
osopher's stone,  and  that  by  touching  it  he  should  attain  wisdom. 

And  he  did  so  :  and  the  first  sage  thought  that  entered  his 
head  was  "  What  a  fool  I  am." 

So  he  went  home,  burned  up  his  books,  (and  being  uncom- 
monly dry,  they  burned  beautifully),  discontinued  his  researches, 
attended  the  football  games,  and  lived  happily  to  the  end  of  his 
days. 

And  thus  he  proved  that  he  had  attained  true  wisdom. 

Chas.  T.  Ryder. 

A  NORTHERN  IDYLL. 

Last  fall,  for  the  first  time  in  twenty  years,  I  succeeded  in 
escaping  from  the  office  for  four  long  weeks,  and  fled  at  once  to 
the  peace-breathing  pines  of  Maine.  Fate  was  kind  indeed,  and 
gave  me  the  same  genial  guide  I  had  had  on  my  last  northern  trip. 
Twenty  years  had  worked  but  little  change  in  his  humorous  face 
and  none  at  all  in  the  grip  of  his  hard  hand.  Herman  Brant  is  one 
of  Nature's  gentlemen  and  among  her  fondest  admirers.  He  was 
born  and  reared  within  hearing  of  the  woodland  sounds,  and  can  no 
more  keep  away  from  the  wilds  and  be  happy,  than  a  sailor  can 
quit  the  sea.  Poetry  and  a  sense  of  the  beautiful  are  his  to  a 
large  degree,  and  his  stories  are  as  funny  as  any  ever  told.  First 
he  sees  the  beautiful  in  the  life  around  him,  and  after  that  he 
generally  finds  something  to  laugh  at. 

As  with  swinging  paddle-strokes  we  found  our  way  down  the 
pretty  river,  I  recalled  the  last  trip  we  two  had  made  together 
down  that  stream.  It  was  the  summer  after  I  had  graduated 
from  college.  That  trip  had  terminated  most  happily  for  Herman, 
for  at  its  end,  on  the  St.  John's  River,  his  suit  had  been  accepted 
by  a  girl  down  there,  and  they  had  become  engaged.  I  had  never 
heard  how  the  marriage  came  out,  nor,  indeed,  did  I  know  if  it 
had  ever  occurred. 
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"  Herman,"  asked  I,  over  my  shoulder,  "what's  become  of 
that  girl  you  were  in  love  with  last  time  I  saw  you  ? " 

Something  very  like  a  sigh  came  from  the  stern  of  the  canoe, 
and  I  cursed  myself  for  a  fool.  But  a  moment  later  I  heard  a  low 
chuckle  and  the  scratching  of  a  match.  Then  I  knew  that  Her- 
man's humor  and  philosophy  had  come  to  his  aid  and  almost 
healed  a  wound  which  once  must  have  been  very  sore.  Also,  the 
match  he  had  lit  betokened  a  pipe,  and  a  pipe  with  Herman  gen- 
erally means  a  story.    Presently  he  began  : 

"  You  know  what  an  airy  kind  of  a  critter  she  was.  Well,  it 
came  kinder  nat'ral  fer  her  not  to  care  to  live  in  the  woods  all  her 
life,  an'  I  never  could  make  myself  happy  out  of  'em.  So  after 
'bout  a  year  or  more  o'  courtin',  she  said  one  night,  '  Herman,'  she 
says,  '  are  you  goin'  to  live  in  Maine  all  your  life  ? '  I  was  kinder 
took  aback,  never  havin'  thought  much  about  it,  but  I  finally  said 
I  callated  to.  '  Then,'  said  she,  1  I'm  afraid  I'd  never  make  you 
happy.  I  couldn't  live  in  the  woods  all  the  time  an'  be  happy. 
It  ain't  my  nature.  So  don't  you  think  it  would  be  best  for  both 
of  us  to  part?'  That  question  came  kinder  sudden,  an'  took  the 
breath  out  o'  me.  But  after  I'd  got  my  breath  back,  I  callated 
that  it  might  be  better,  an'  said  so.  I  seed  then  that  I'd  been  a 
blame  fool  ever  to  think  she  loved  me  enough  to  marry  me.  Well, 
she  said  we'd  always  be  friends  an'  all  that,  an'  I  was  waitin'  for 
her  to  say  that  she'd  be  a  sister  to  me,  but  she  didn't.  As  I  was 
goin'  home  over  the  snow  —  for  all  this  was  in  mid-winter  —  I  was 
wonderin'  who  the  other  man  might  be. 

"  As  usual,  I  turned  up  at  Kineo  early  in  June  so's  to  get  a 
sport  to  take  out  for  the  early  fishin'.  I  got  one — as  nice  a  young 
feller  as  you  ever  see.  He  wanted  to  go  down  the  St.  John's.  I 
told  him  that  the  best  fishin'  was  nearer  home,  but  that  didn't 
make  no  difference.  He  said  that  he'd  heard  'bout  that  trip  an' 
wanted  to  go.  So  we  started.  The  more  I  seed  o'  that  feller,  the 
more  I  liked  him.  We  got  into  a  tight  place  once  with  some 
drunk  Canucks  on  the  lumber  drive,  an'  I  think  we'd  never  ha' 
gotten  out  if  he  hadn't  been  a  sight  cooler'n  I  was.  He  insisted 
on  doin'  half  the  work,  too,  an'  a  better  cook  I  never  did  see. 

"  As  we  got  along  down  near  the  St.  John's,  he  began  to 
paddle  so  strong 't  I  had  all  I  could  do  to  keep  the  bow  o'  the 
canoe  from  swingin'  'round.    Them  peddles  were  useless  after  that 
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trip.  Well,  as  we  got  down  toward  her  house  I  was  perfectly 
willin'  to  go  a  bit  fast,  cause  she  an'  me  had  kep'  on  bein'  friends 
as  she  had  said.  As  we  came  hell-for-leather  'round  the  bend 
just  above  the  landin',  I  seed  her  on  the  front  porch.  As  soon  as 
she  seed  the  canoe,  she  come  a  runnin'  down  to  the  boat-landin' 
and  reached  it  just  as  we  did.  But  she  wasn't  running  to  see  me 
as  I'd  hoped  she  was.  My  sport  was  out  o'  the  boat  'fore  it  'd 
touched  th'  landin',  and  then  they  two  started  up  to  th'  house  with 
their  arms  'round  each  other.  Then  I  seed  how  it  was,  an'  lit  a 
pipe  an'  started  to  unload  the  canoe  —  slow.  Pretty  soon  I  felt 
a  hand  on  my  shoulder,  an',  turnin'  'round,  saw  my  sport.  O' 
course,  the  only  thing  to  do  was  to  congratulate  him,  so  I  did  it. 
He  says,  '  she's  told  me  everything  I  hope  you'll  not  have  any 

hard  feelin's  ? '    '  Not  a  d  one  ',  says  I,  1  an'  I  don't  blame 

her  a  mite  fer  changing  I  didn't,  either,  fer  he  was  a  good  man. 
Next  he  says,  1  Will  you  be  my  best  man  ?  I  don't  know  a  better.' 
I  was  glad  o'  the  chance.  They  were  married  next  day.  If  I 
couldn't  marry  her  myself,  I  don't  know  anyone  I'd  rather  see  her 
husband  than  that  sport." 

The  tale  ended,  and  the  hot  ashes  hissed  from  his  pipe-bowl 
into  the  calm  water.  It  had  been  told  as  if  self-sacrifice  without 
bitterness  thereafter  was  the  most  natural  thing  in  the  world, 
instead  of  the  rarest. 

"  Have  you  seen  her  since  ?  "  I  asked. 

u  I  spend  two  weeks  in  Boston  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Greenough 
ev'ry  winter.  They're  kind  enough  to  say  that  they're  glad  to  see 
me." 

"  They  are  fools  if  they  are  not  glad,"  I  thought. 

Chittenden  '00. 
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The  places  on  the  Means  Prize  contest  have  been 
awarded,  and  the  Mirror  wishes  to  extend  its  congratula- 
tions to  the  successful  competitors.  And  not  alone  to  those 
whose  compositions  were  chosen,  but  to  those  also  who  tried 
and  did  not  meet  with  success.  The  object  of  the  Means, 
after  all,  is  not  so  much  the  winning  of  the  prize  or  even  of 
the  glory,  as  the  practice  in  writing  which  it  encourages. 

To  the  fellows  who  have  been  disappointed  we  would 
say,  keep  on  ;  don't  be  discouraged  by  this  failure.  Try 
again,  if  not  for  the  Means,  then  for  some  of  the  publications 
preferably  for  the  Mirror. 

As  usual,  the  Mirror  is  a  little  late  this  month  ;  only  a 
few  days,  but  enough  to  bring  the  editors  under  the  charge 
of  laziness,  footlessness,  and  goodness  knows  what  else. 
Don't  blame  us  for  it,  it's  your  own  fault.  How  can  we 
make  a  magazine  out  of  blank  paper?  An  architect  can't 
build  a  house  if  there  is  a  stike  among  the  mechanics. 

But  seriously,  why  is  it  that  the  Mirror  has  so  few  con- 
tributors ?  It  seems  to  me  there  are  two  reasons.  First, 
the  old  "  no  time  "  excuse,  which  would  not  be  such  a  bad 
one  if  it  was  only  used  when  it  is  true.  But  the  trouble  is 
that  if  you  think  you  haven't  time  you  can  really  persuade 
yourself  that  you're  a  busy  man.  Try  Christian  Science. 
Say  to  yourself,  "  See  here  ;  you  waste  time  enough  every 
day  to  enable  you  to  win  everlasting  fame  if  spent  in  writing 
for  the  Mirror."    And  then  do  it. 

The  other  reason  is  mistaken  modesty.  Fellows  think 
they  appear  presuming  if  they  try  to  do  any  writing.  Well, 
suppose  you  aren't  any  good  as  yet  ;  you* never  will  be  if  you 
don't  try.    Even  if  you  have  work  refused  once  or  twice 
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don't  think  that  proves  you  can  never  be  successful.  u  If  at 
first  you  don't  succeed,  try,  try  again." 

<*  * 

About  this  time  of  year  the  spring  elections  and  the  an- 
nual banquets  in  the  Debating  Societies  bring  them  before 
the  school  in  unusual  prominence  ;  in  fact  it  is  not  an  unex- 
ampled thing  for  fellows  to  join  with  the  simple  object  of  at- 
tending the  banquet.  And  surely  if  in  addition  to  its  other 
advantages  it  is  thus  a  means  of  grace,  so  much  the  better. 

Too  many  men  realize  late  in  life  what  they  have  lost 
by  not  beginning  early  to  practice  speaking.  There  are  few 
men  who,  at  some  time  in  their  lives,  do  not  need  the  ability 
to  speak  from  the  platform.  Mr.  Kimball  in  his  toast  on 
"  The  Opportunities  of  Andover,"  at  the  Forum  banquet 
spoke  of  the  debating  societies  as  among  the  greatest. 
Surely  no  one  need  let  such  a  chance  slip  by. 

Forum  and  Philo  are  now  on  the  best  of  terms.  The 
courteous  relations  upon  which  they  stand  are  shown  by  the 
hearty  reception  given  to  the  president  of  Philo  at  Forum's 
banquet  and  to  Forum's  president  at  the  Philo  banquet. 
Not  to  make  this  editorial  at  all  partisan,  we  would  advise 
every  fellow  who  does  not  now  belong  to  join  one  or  the  other 
as  soon  as  possible. 


Xeaves  from  pbttUps  tvy. 

Conducted  by  George  T.  Eaton,  P.  A.  '73. 

'38-— On  February  12,  1900,  Paul  A.  Stackpole,  M.  D.,  of 
Dover,  N.  H.,  celebrated  his  80th  birthday.  He  has  been  presi- 
dent of  the  New  Hampshire  Medical  Society  and  of  the  American 
Medical  Association.  He  has  also  contributed  numerous  articles 
to  the  medical  press. 

'56  —  Hon.  Daniel  H.  Chamberlain  read  before  the  "Worces- 
ter Society  of  Antiquity"  Nov.  14,  1899,  a  paper  on  "  Wheeler's 
Surprise,  1675  :  Where  ?  " 

'63  —  Died  Feb.  22,  1900,  in  the  Presbyterian  hospital,  New 
v     York  City,  Rev.  Thomas  Jefferson  Valentine.    He  graduated  at 
Brown  University  and  studied  at  Andover  Theological  Seminary 
and  at  Chicago  Seminary. 

'65  —  Owen  Glendower  Lovejoy,  son  of  the  famous  abolitionist 
V   Owen  Lovejoy,  and  himself  a  well  known  attorney  at  Princeton, 
111.,  died  there  Feb.  19,  1900. 

'66  —  Rev.  Prof.  Francis  Brown,  of  Union  Theological  Semi- 
nary, has  gone  to  Europe  to  work  upon  a  Hebrew  dictionary 
which  he  is  compiling  and  editing. 

'68  —  Dr.  Edmund  W.  Holmes,  demonstrator  of  Anatomy  at 
the  University  of  Pennsylvania,  delivered  an  address  Feb.  17, 
1900,  on  "  The  British  and  the  Boer,  Reminiscences  of  South 
Africa,"  with  stereopticon  illustrations. 

'69  —  In  the  "  Johns  Hopkins  Hospital  Bulletin  "  for  January 
is  an  article  by  Dr.  Wm.  S.  Halsted  of  Baltimore  on  "  Contri- 
butions to  the  Surgery  of  the  Bile  Passages." 

'70  —  Nathan  H.  Dole  has  published  through  L.  C.  Page  & 
Co.,  of  Boston,  Fitzgerald's  translations  of  "  Salaman  and  Absal " 
and  "The  Bird  Parliament." 

'82  —  Philip  B.  Stewart  is  in  the  firm  of  Wm.  A.  Otis  &  Co., 
of  Colorado  Springs,  Col.,  bankers  and  brokers. 

'83  —  Dr.  Frank  A.  Meacham  is  Brigade-Surgeon  on  the 
staff  of  General  Joseph  Wheeler  in  the  Phillipines. 
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'63  —  Edward  H.  Norton,  Jr.,  has  become  superintendent  of 
the  subscription  department  of  the  G.  &  C.  Merriam  Co.  of  Spring- 
field, Mass.,  publishers  of  Webster's  Dictionary. 

'87  —  Wm.  F.  Poole  is  attorney  for  the  Massachusetts  Tele- 
phone and  Telegraph  Company  at  15  Congress  St.,  Boston. 

'89  —  Percy  L.  Atherton  is  teaching  musical  theory  and  com- 
position at  the  Chickering  Building,  Boston. 

'89  —  Frederick  E.  Hammond  is  with  the  Pittsburgh  Bridge 
Co.,  Pittsburgh,  Pa, 

'89  —  Clarence  Morgan  is  secretary  and  treasurer  of  the  Nor- 
folk and  Southern  R.  R.  Co.,  with  an  office  at  the  Grand  Central 
Station,  New  York  City. 

'90  —  Arthur  F.  Cosby  has  a  law  office  at  the  Germania  Fire 
Insurance  Building,  New  York  City. 

'91 — Rev.  Frank  W.  Hodgdon  was  installed  pastor  of  the 
Congregational  Church  at  Orange,  N.  J.,  Feb.  15,  1900. 

'91  —  Gustavus  A.  Kaven  is  a  member  of  the  law  firm  of  Mc- 
Baron  and  Kaven,  149  Broadway,  New  York  City.  He  is  assis- 
tant clerk  of  the  U.  S.  Court  of  Appeals  for  the  district  of  New 
York. 

'94  —  Richard  M.  Lester  has  opened  law  offices  at  27  East 
Bay  St.,  Savannah,  Ga. 

'94  —  Frederick  W.  Whittemore  is  with  the  International 
Power  Co.,  Providence,  R.  I. 

'95  —  Fred  F.  Davis  is  connected  with  the  Atlas  Tack  Co.  of 
Taunton,  Mass. 

'95  —  William  H.  Field  is  in  the  advertising  department  of 
Munsey's  publishing  house,  New  York  City. 

'95  —  Melvin  T.  Holbrooke  is  instructor  at  Dummer  Academy, 
So.  Byfield,  Mass.,  taking  the  place  held  last  year  by  L.  G.  Pettee, 
P.  A.  '94. 

'95  —  James  L.  Thomson  is  with  Forbes  &  Wallace,  Spring- 
field, Mass. 

'96  —  Harry  W.  Potter  may  be  addressed  at  the  American 
Radiator  Co.,  Boston. 


!Book0* 

To  Have  and  To  Hold,  by  Mary  Johnston.    Houghton,  Mifflin 
&  Co.,  Boston,  $1.50. 

Miss  Johnston's  latest  story  is,  I  think,  quite  the  best  of  the 
historical  novels  which  have  appeared  in  such  a  multitude  lately. 
While  it  has  the  dramatic  interest  and  flowing  style  of  "  Prisoners 
of  Hope,"  it  shows  a  considerable  improvement  over  that  story. 
In  "  Prisoners  of  Hope  "  the  heroine  is  decidedly  disappointing. 
In  "  To  Have  and  To  Hold  "  every  character  is  excellently  sus- 
tained from  beginning  to  end. 

The  hero  is  a  Soldier  of  Fortune  ;  a  representative  of  one  of  the 
types  of  men  that  the  colonial  life  bred.  Marrying  the  heroine  (a 
fugitive  gentlewoman  in  very  palpable  disguise)  without  love,  he 
soon  developes  a  deep  and  chivalrous  passion  for  her.  When  My 
Lord  Carnal,  from  whom  the  heroine  is  fleeing,  comes  to  reclaim 
her,  Ralph  Percy,  the  hero,  by  his  faithful  and  heroic  protection 
of  her  wins  her  love,  and  after  My  Lord  has  been  put  out  of  the 
way  by  a  kind  Providence,  they  are  left  happily  together. 

This  same  Lord  Carnal  is  a  most  sweet  fiend,  who,  born  a 
butcher's  son,  has  risen  through  his  "  accursed  beauty  "  to  be  the 
King's  favorite.  In  picturesqueness  he  is  only  rivalled  by  Jeremy 
Sparrow,  the  man  of  God,  a  giant  with  the  strength  of  a  bull  and 
the  heart  of  an  angel. 

The  story  super-abounds  in  hair-breath  escapes  and  mirac- 
ulous deliverances,  but  its  improbability  is  overlooked  in  its 
strength.  c.  r. 

Hawaii  Nei.    William  Doxey,  San  Francisco.  $1.25. 

Hawaii  Nei,  by  Mabel  C.  Craft,  is  the  story  of  a  mid-summer 
trip  to  those  islands,  written  in  the  breezy,  newspaper  corres- 
pondent style  best  suited  to  such  a  work.  The  reader  loses  no 
interest  by  finding  occasional  passages  to  which  the  most  expres- 
sive adjective  that  can  be  applied  is  "  rotten"  as  for  instance  :  "  The 
island  sprung  upon  us  like  a  thief  in  the  night."  No  self-respect- 
ing island  would  commit  such  an  undignified  act.  But  these  little 
faults  take  little  away  from  the  charm  of  the  book,  which,  taken 
altogether,  combines  the  qualities  of  a  descriptive  work  of  rare 
merit  with  a  vigorous  protest  against  bigotry  and  narrowness. 
Beautifully  illustrated.  R.  j.  d. 


Exchanges 


A  REVERIE  OF  MY  FIRST  LOVE-DAY. 

Though  long  ago,  well  I  remember, 
'Twas  in  the  drowsy  month,  September, 

When  leaves  like  silent  pigeons  fled  the  trees  ; 
And  all  the  trailing  vines  were  tinged  with  golden 
Mellow  hues,  and  beeches  olden 

Their  lofty  tops  were  swaying  in  the  breeze. 
And  birds  were  caroling  the  autumn, 
For  parting  summer  kind  had  brought  them 

A  bounteous  plenty  —  joyously  they  soar  ; 
And  dulcet  brooks,  with  rippling  laughter, 
Flowed  into  ponds,  where  lilies'  wafture 

Floats  fragrant  perfumes  to  the  sleepy  shore  ; 
And  clouds  like  long-necked  swans  were  drifting, 
While  the  sun  their  downy  backs  was  rifting 

With  fingers  golden,  as  they  sailed  along  : 
Such  the  day  that  I  remember, 
In  that  joyous  month,  September, 

When  I  my  first  love  met,  and  felt  this  song. 

Irvine  Goddard  in  Yale  Courant. 

O  * 

MOUNTAIN  SONG. 

The  village  flecked  valley  lies  sleeping 
In  mist  wreaths  of  hurrying  gray,  — 
The  down  from  the  breast  of  the  day, 

Soft  torn  from  the  peaks'  cragged  keeping. 

The  wind's  throbbing  whisper  is  leaping 
Up  rock  littered  paths  and  away, — 
'Tis  the  sob  of  the  world  and  its  weeping. 

The  black  checkered  valley  lies  sleeping ; 
On  high,  from  the  cup  of  the  day, 
The  wine  colored  lights  drain  away. 

And  eastward  the  shadows  are  creeping. 

Harvard  Advocate. 
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Crafty  Cupid  came  a-courting — 

Call  it  not  a  "  quest  "— 
Came  to  catch  a  cultured  maiden, 

Clothed  in  city's  best. 

Culled  her  from  the  country's  choicest, 

Captured  her,  forsooth  ; 
Carried  her,  this  college  maiden, 

To  a  college  youth. 

Young  man  queried,  captious,  cunning  : 

"  Cupid  called  you  here?" 
Quoth  the  maiden,  crisp  and  cutting  : 

"Cupid's  choice  is  queer  !" 

The  Mount  Holyoke. 

CHARMING. 

She  is  charming,  charming,  charming,  is  all  that  I  can  think ; 
And  scarce  by  meditation  do  my  thoughts  grow  more  distinct. 
As  the  lazy  smoke  curls  upward  from  my  neglected  brier 
I  repeat, — 

She  is  charming, 
She  is  charming. 

How  she  laughs  and  asks  a  question  !    No  sense  in  my  reply, 
Though  I've  labored  much,  and  studied,  as  I  think  —  I  wonder 
why  ? 

Ah !  the  smoke  has  ceased  its  curling,  my  pipe  is  cold  and  dull, 
No  matter,  — 

She  is  charming, 
She  is  charming. 

Dartmouth  Literary  Monthly. 
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BROOKS  BROTHERS,  o« 

BROADWAY,  cor.  22d  Street,  NEW  YORK  CITY 


©ur  Spring  Stock 

Will  be  ready  in  All  Departments  Early  in  March. 
Special  Attention  Given  to  Our  Boys' 
Department. 


Much  in  Furnishings  not  found   elsewhere — Fine 

Imported 

Xeatber  (Boobs 

and  Accessories  for  Sports. 
A  VISIT  IS  BEST— A  CATALOGUE  NEXT. 


Geo.  L.  Griffin  &  Son 

•Jjjfg^,    furriers  &  hatters 

404  WASHINGTON  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


HAT5  FUR5 

Derby  and  Soft  Hats  in  all  the  Latest  Styles  and  Colors.  College 
Caps  and  Outing  Hats  of  every  description. 

Special  attention  given  to  Young  Men's  STYLISH  HEADGEAR. 

We  carry  a  select  and  exclusive  line  of  Ladies'  Hats,  both  Imported 
and  Domestic. 

Fine  Furs  for  Ladies  and  Gentlemen.  Custom  Work  and  Repairing 
a  special  feature  of  this  department.  We  carry  a  choice  line  of  Seal 
Skins  and  Sables. 


QEO.  L.  QRIFFIN  &  SON. 
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Dr.  3.  5,  Htcfyarbs 

94  Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass* 

Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 


Dr.  C.  W.  Scott, 

Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass* 


Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 


Dr.  3ol?n  p.  Correy, 

Physician  and  Surgeon       .\       14  Essex  Street* 

TELEPHONE  22-4.  Office  Hours:  Until  10;  3  to  5  p.  m.;  after  7  p.  m. 

P.  A.  >92. 

Charles  <£.  (Jbbott,  2tt.  D., 

Physician  and  Surgeon    ♦*.    70  Main  St.,  Andover. 

Office  Hours :  Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

BENEVOLENT. 
Mucker — Say,  mister,  gimme  a  cent. 

Gentleman — Certainly,  my  little  man.    Just  wait  until  1  get  this 
nickel  changed. — Harvard  Lampoon. 

fjennj  £.  Clarke,  ZTC.  D., 

3  Punchard  Avenue      ♦%      Andover,  Mass. 

Office  Hours  :  Until  9.30  a.  m.;  1.30  to  3,  7  to  8  p.  m. 


albert  <E  f^ulme, 
D.  7X1.  D. 


C.       (Btlbert,  7X1.  D.  S., 

DENTAL  ROOMS 

Bank  Building  Andover,  Mass. 


We  Want  ^ 

Ever;-  Anir  -cr  M,=  r.  U"ta.r 

ncwman  $  Uarsity  Shoes 

h:gh-class  oni v. 


z.t.z  S-z'.i  zr..r  bv 

NEWMAN  thc  5HOORM 

70  TREMONT  ST..  TREMONT  BUILDING. 

H.    :  -  :  S:u,r;.  C  r,  BOSTON 


Zhc  IButcbmeon 

NEW  HdVEN,   -  QONN. 

. . .  Co*.  College  and  C~o>^j*:  Sts. 


FRANK  TX\  BENEDICT.  Owner. 


Arz'.y  to  F.  J.  Rice. 
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LEWIS  T.  HARDY 
JOSEPH  F.  COLE 


HARDY  &  COLE 

B  nTr^r  d  ^Builders  and  Lumber  Dealers 

Box  Making,  Planing,  Sawing  and 

Matching  done  to  order.    Kindling  Wood  by  the  load. 


...P.  A.  Students  would  do  well  to  remember  that... 

Smith  &  Manning  ™«b  Winter  Underwear 

Call  at  their  store  8  ESSEX  STREET,  and  see  for  yourselves. 

T.  J.  FARMER 
Fish  of  all  Kinds  •?•  •  •  Oysters,  Clams  and  Lobsters 

15  Barnard's  Court,  Andover 


u  And  is  Bockford  so  much  of  an  orator  ? 

"  Man,  he  could  describe  a  boarding-house  dried-beef  supper  in  such 
language  that  your  mouth  would  water  with  desire." 

— Rochester  Sunday  Herald. 


M.  T.  WALSH 

DEALER 

IN  STOVES,  RANGES  AND  FURNACES. 

Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  Water  Heating.        Shop,  Essex  St.  Andover. 

HENRY  P.  NOYES 

FURNITURE 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

EDWIN  C.  PIKE 

DEALER 

....IN.... 

Stoves,  Lamps,  Oil,  Tin  and  Glass  Ware. 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WARE,  CROCKERY,  ETC. 

PARK  ST.,  ANDOVER,  MASS. 

TONY  BASSO 

Fresh  Fruit  and  Confectionery 


50  Main  Street,   -  Andover. 
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ndouer  Press.... 


rintere  to.... 

bUUps  Hcademy 


Style  and  Quality 

One  without  the  other  is  void,  but 
when  you  come  to  us  you  get  them 
both.  We  have  special  and  exclusive 
SHIRTINGS  imported  from  England; 
new  and  exclusive  NECKWEAR  and 
SOCKS  and  all  other  fittings  you  want 

W.  H.  GOWDY  &  CO. 


Opp.  Osfeorn  Hall, 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 
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WILLOUGHBY  &  CO., 

181  ESSEX  STREET,  Cor.  Jackson, 
LAWRENCE. 


LA  FLEUR-DE-LIS, 

MAIN  STREET. 

ANDOVER. 


..♦pbotoarapbers... 

DEVELOPING  &  PRINTING 
AMATEUR  WORK. 


Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions 

PICTURE  FRAMES,  BANNERS 

IN  ANDOVER  BLUE  AND  WHITE. 


W.  E.  STRATTON,  .     teacher  of 

Morrill  House  Annex,  Banjo,  Guitar  &  Mandolin 

ANDOVER.  INSTRUMENTS  FOR  SALE. 


O.  CHAPMAN....  DINING  ROOMS 

maim  ctdpct  TOBACCO....  ....CIGARS 

...MAIN  STREET...  DR^K^ 


"  I  hear  they  arrested  Whichkiss  during  the  last  rain  storm." 
"  Yes,  they  accused  him  of  running  a  pool  on  the  Campus," 

—  Yale  Record. 


J.  A.  SMART, 

BANK  BUILDING,  -  -  ANDOVER. 

Represents  Fire,  Life  and  Accident  Insurance. 
Best  Companies.     Lowest  Rates. 


are  13ou  Unsurefc  ? 

Is  your  House  Insured? 

Are  your  Furniture  dr3  Books  Insured? 


CURRAN  &  JOYCE, 

433,  435,  437  COMMON  St., 
LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


Ballardvale  -  Lithia  -  Water 


GINGER  ALE  &  SODA. 


H.  C.  TANNER, 

24  Main  Street, 

....HAVERHILL. 


Caterer 

For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events.  Everything 
used  is  of  first-class  quality,  and  the  Best 
of  Service  Guaranteed.  Prompt  Attention 
and  personal  supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 
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The  Famous  Sweet  Sounding 

S.  S.  Stewart  Banjos 

and  Marvelous  GEO.  BAUER 

Mandolins  and  Guitars 

are  used  by  leading  Professionals  all 
over  the  world. 

Prices  Range  from  $6  to  $150  Each. 


MANUFACTORY  AT  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 

OFFICE  AND  SALESROOM  : 


1016  CHESTNUT  ST., 


!  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 
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DRESS  SHIRTS  UNDERWEAR 
COLLARS  AND  CUFFS  HOSIERY 

JAMES  P.  EARLE, 
Ifoaberfcasber 

NEW  HAVEN,     -  CONN. 

NECKWEAR  UMBRELLAS 

HANDSOME  DAN  TOBACCO .... 
HANDSOME  DAN  CIGARETTES 

Estimates  given  on  all  kinds  of 

Nr     Class  and  Society  Pipes. 

k*  L.  L.  STODDARD... 

^  940  CHAPEL  ST., 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 

FROST  &  ADAMS  CO., 

Importers      37  Cornhill,  Boston,  flass. 


flfcatbemattcal  Instruments 
Hrtfsts'  Materials 

For  Crayon  and  Charcoal  Drawing,  Oil  and  Water  Color 
Painting.     Architects'  and  Engineers'  Supplies,  Etc. 
Picture  Framing  a  Specialty. 

DISCOUNT  TO  STUDENTS. 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 

Doing  Business  at  the  Old  Stand.  IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor 

Depot  Carriages  meet  all  Boston  Trains,  and  carry  passengers  to  the  station  at  short 
notice.  First-class  Rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.  P.  A.  patronage  respect- 
fullj-  solicited  and  satisfaction  guaranteed 

Long  Distance  Telephone  Connection  at  Mansion  House. 

W.  J.  BURNS, 
bailor  and  furnisher 

Agent  for  Imperial  Laundry..... 

AN  DOVER,  MASS. 

T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 

Dry  Goods  and  Groceries 

Special  Attention  Paid  to  Crockery. 

...AN DOVER  AND  NO.  ANDOVER 

*Cbe  Hndover  Bookstore 

Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School 
Supplies.  Stationery  in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved, 
special  P.  A.  Paper.  See  our  Andover  Fountain  Pen. 
Price  reduced  to  $1.50.  Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals.  ........ 

GEO,      HIGG1NS  &  C©. 
PVAUf  sr.,  Anocvmn. 
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G.  W-  CHANDLER, 

Dealer  in  (oad  urn  Wood.  Jtmm%  aind  JoWw$ 

Orders  left  and  bills  payable  at  —At  5bort  ffotic* 

store  of  O.  P.  Chase 

G.  H.  VALPEY  E.  H.  VALPEY 

VALPEY  BROTHERS, 

Dealers  in  Meats,  Provisions,  Vegetables,  &c, 

No.  2  Main  St.,  Andover,  Mass. 

THO^\A5  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Confectionery 

Lunch  Room.  Main  Street,  Andover 

J-  P-  WAKEFIELD, 

Dealer  in  Meats,  Vegetables,  Etc. 

— Market  on  Main  Street. 

COAL      WOOD  STRAW  HAY 


Successor  to  Tp.y* rv  w»  !/•      TO1      /~t  1  s>ra  <**\<vh    Carter's  Block 

John  Cornell    JO  I  Ustt/tl>    J2d  •     \Jf  Vt/U/i>  U 11/  Andover,  Mass. 

Coal  delivered  to  the  room.    Mill  Wood  for  Kindlings 

TP  TTTfZfZTNSl     TlnT?f>WI      Confectioner*/,  C igars, 

JO  •  JT .  JOLJ-\XUrJ.±M&}  J^U/fWt  €/••      Tobacco.     Lunch  Boom 

MUSGROVE  BUILDING,    -    ELM  SQUARE. 

A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

FINEST  LINE  OF  CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

Also    Revolvers,  Cartridges,  Loaded  Shells,  Skates,  Polo  Sticks  and 

Balls  at  the 

ANDOVER    HARDWARE  STORE. 

H.  McLAWLIN,       -       MAIN  STREET. 

GEO.  PIDD1NGTON   -  -  FLORIST. 

73    SCHOOL  STREET 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violets      and  ali  fe^n°lie  *wer, 

ALL  KINDS  OF  DECORATIONS. 
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HITCHCOCK 

P.  A. 

....Photographer 

1  M  STUDIO 


Mam  Street, 

ANDOVER, 


QUITE  IMPROPER. 

Pupil — Why  is  it  that  French  proper  adjectives  are  not  written  with 
a  capital  ? 

Teacher — There  are  no  proper  adjectives  in  French. 

—  Yale  Record. 


Positions  Secured 


We  aid  those  who  want  GOVERN- 
MENT POSITIONS.  85,000 
places  under  Civil  Service  Rules. 
8000  Yearly  Appointments.  Prepares  by  mail  for  all  Government  examinations.  Fees  cash  or 
instalments.  A  thorough  and  scientific  course  in  all  departments.  Requires  spare  time  only. 
Salaries  twice  as  much  as  private  firms  for  the  same  kind  of  work.  The  hours  of  labor  are 
short,  duties  light,  positions  for  life.  Take  our  course  of  study  and  we  guarantee  that  you  will 
pass  the  Civil  Service  Examinations.  Write,  enclosing  stamp,  for  Catalogue  describing  course  to 

BUREAU  OF  CIVIL  SERVICE  INSTRUCTION,  WASHINGTON,  D.  C. 


Time  Saver 


Copy  Your  Notes  and 
Make  Your  Manu- 
scripts on  a    .    .    .  . 


IRew  ifrankltn  {Typewriter.  SiSJSSr^lSrfiSS 

Typewriter  made.  FIRST-CLASS  AT  A  REASONABLE  PRICE.  $75.00.  Typewriters 
rented,  $4.00  per  month.    For  Illustrated  Catalogue  and  Full  Particulars,  write  to 

Cutter^Uower  Co.,  *  173  2>e\>onsbire  5t-,  Boston. 


I  HI  PIIOTOMK  a 

f)eafcquarters  for 

Artistic  Photographs 

3  Park  Street  and  384  Boylston  Street,  BOSTON. 
1286  Massachusetts  Avenue,  Cambridge. 


--PHHMUPIB  RM  HUfS  IIMND  MUfflT  - 

Official  Photographers  for  Harvard  University,  Smith 
College,  Wellesley  College,   Mt.  Holyoke 
College,  Tufts  College,  and  many 
High  Schools. 


We  Advertise  Here 

With  a  view  to  inform  you  that  our  pat- 
rons at  Andover  have  requested  us  to 
do  so,  in  order  that  their  friends  might 
know  that  we  make  Stylish  and  Well 
Fitting  Garments  at  a  moderate  outlay. 
Ask  any  man  that  trades  with  us  and 
they  will  tell  you  so. 

A.  L  STARIN, 
Importing  tailor 


(050  CHAPEL  STREET, 

(Opp.  Vanderbilt  Hall) 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


YALE  SPIRIT 


finds  its  outward  expression  in  just  such  things 
as  the  "Big  Store"  shows  in  its  Yale  goods. 

The  store  is  full  of  Souvenirs  and  of  the  things  to  put  the  room  in  touch 
with  the  traditional  college  room.  There's  much  more  than  we  can  mention. 
But  these  are  some : 

Yale  Silk  Flags,  24x36,  the  word  Yale  in  large,  full  gothic  letters,  $2.00. 

Yale  Flags,  19x26,  large  letter  Y,  65c. 
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College  Buildings  reproduced,  Yale  Seal  on  Soap  Boxes,  Yale  Pins  and 
Brooches,  Yale  Pillows,  Yale,  Yale,  Yale — right  through  from  top  to  bottom. 
The  same  with  the  prices.    Gone  from  the  top  to  the  bottom. 


THE  EDW.  MALLEY  CO., 

....NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


FIMNK  A.  GORBIN 
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PHILLIPS  ACADEMY 

Cecil  F.  P.  Bancroft,  Ph.  D.,  LLD,  Principal 

THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges, 
the  scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools. 
One  hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 
The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 
The  pupils  last  year  numbered   over  four  hundred,  less  than  one 
half  of  whom  were  from  New  England,  and  the  others  from  more  distant 
places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept.  21,  1899,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to  the 
accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amounts  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and  for 
copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 

QEO.  P.  RAYMOND, 
Costume  ^  Farlors 

17  BOVLSTON  PLACE,  BOSTON,  MASS,  Telephone,  Oxford  145. 

Costumes  for  Masquerades,  Old  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 

The  Mansion  Hotise  .•;  ^jCS, 

Open  tb«  Year  Roun<J  Enlarged  a.r)«I  ff^wly  Furnished. 

TERMS,  $12.50  to  £17.50  a  Week.  S2.00  to  $3.00  Per  Day. 

H.  F.  CHASE, 

pipe  /ttfyletie  Qoods 

Photo  Supplies.         ...P.O.  BLOCK,  ANDOVER. 

PACH  BROS., 

College  photographers 

Branch  of  \ 024  Chapel  Street, 

No*  935  Broadway,  N*  Y.  New  Haven,  Conn. 
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W  r.  BPODIL... 


£  Formerly  with  Matthew  Rock  of  New  York  City,  and  Head 

Cutter  for  the  past  13  years  with  F.  L..  Dunne  of  Boston. 

HAS  OPENED  CHAMBERS  AT 

363  Washington  Street,  Boston. 

(JHe*r  BrorrjfieW  5treet.) 

Spring  attb  Summer  Stales  Hll  1ln— Your  inspection  cor- 
dially invited*  Specialty  made  of  Suits  for  Riding, 
Shooting;  and  Golf.  Personal  attention  given  to  every 
order.    Satisfaction  guaranteed.  «.  »« 


W.  r.  BRODIL 


363  Washington  Street, 
BOSTON. 


"ODD  THINGS" 

If  you  want  something  different  in 
College  Emblems,  Class  Pins, 
Badges,  Flags,  Stationery, 
write  or  call  at  387  Washington 
St.,  Boston. 
Special  Andover  Seal  Pins. 
Represented  by 
MR.  EBEN  F,  CHASE, 
L.  C.  4,  5. 

BENT  &  BUSH. 

Telephone  Boston  472. 
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THE  READY  TO  WRITE  INSTRUMENT  OF  TO-DAY  IS 

Waterman's  Ideal  Fountain  Pen 

An  indispensable  convenience  for  Statesmen,  Lawyers, 
Physicians,  Authors,  Reporters,  Business  Men,  Teachers 
and  Students.  Every  PEN  Warranted  to  Give  Satis- 
faction. Prices  according  to  value.  Catalogues  furnished. 

L.  E.  WATERMAN  CO., 

Largest  Fountain  Pen  Manufacturers  in  the  World, 

157  BROADWAY,  NEW  YORK 

ear  Sj°un^  Jl^ovoltioa 

Not  only  in  Young  Men's  Elegant  Made-up  Clothing,  but  in 
all  articles  appertaining  to  a  Complete  Outfit,  viz :  HATS, 
FOOTWEAR,  UNDERWEAR,  LINEN,  NECKWEAR, 
HOSIERY,  CANES,  UMBRELLAS,  TRAVELING 
BAGS,  MACKINTOSHES  and  GLOVES. 

A.  SHUridN  Gr  CO., 

SHUriAN  CORNER,  BOSTON. 

"  I  hear  they  are  using  automobiles  for  hearses  now  !" 
"  Yes,  people  are  just  dying  to  ride  in  them." 

— Harvard  Lampoon. 

FRIEND  E.  BROOKS, 

Hats,  Furs,  Trunks,  Mens  Furnishing  Goods. 

FUR  WORK  A  SPECIALTY 

795  Chapel  Street,  -  New  Haven,  Conn. 

T.  t  flOSELEY  §  CO., 

145  TREMONT  ST.,  BETWEEN 
TEMPLE  PLACE  &  WEST  ST., 

BOSTON. 

E"ST -  3Boots  &  Shoes  "rs 

R6HS0NHBL6  PRIC6S  FROM  $3.50  TO  $7.50. 

10   P.  C.    DISCOUNT  TO   HNDOVER  STUDENTS. 


...THE... 

CHAS.  H.  ELLIOTT  CO., 

S.  W.  Cor.  Broad  and  Race  Streets, 

PHILADELPHIA 


Commencement  Invitations  and 
Class  Day  Programs 


Class  and  fraternity  Stationery 
fraternity  Cards  and  Uisitimj  Cards    menus  and  Dance  Programs 

Boor  Plates        Class  Pins  and  medals 


Class  Annuals  and  Artistic  Printing. 


CHASE  8  CO.  4* 


NEW  HAVEN  HOUSE  BLOCK. 


Raberdasbers 


To  those  men  who  appreciate  the  niceties  in  dress  which  are  so  es- 
sential to  proper  personal  appearance,  and  to  those  intelligent  buyers  who 
appreciate  the  best. 

To  those  men  who  value  a  carefully  selected  stock  of  the  very  best 
the  market  offers  and  who  consider  the  advantages  of  a  tasty  selection  of 
the  latest  and  most  stylish  goods. 


"  Well,"  said  the  monkey  to  the  orgon-grinder  as  he  sat  on  the  top 
of  the  organ,  "  I'm  simply  carried  away  with  the  music." — Tid-Bits. 


REMOVED  FROM  418  WdSHINQTON  STREET. 


Successors  to 


*  D.  TOY  &  COMPANY  j» 


71  BEACON  STREET,    -  BOSTON 


Telephone,  Haymarket  1387*3. 


Near  Charles  Street. 
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The  Graham  Shoes 


$5.00,  $6.00,  $7.00 

Our  spring  line  of  Young  Men's  Shoes  are  Up-to- 
Date.    Our  line  consists  of 

Calf  Enamel,  Patent  and  Russet, 

Leathers  in  ^als  and  Oxfords* 

We  will  be  represented  every  few  weeks 
at  your  College  by  Mr.  Harry  L.  Man- 
ning, formerly  with  Newman  


GRAHAM  SHOE  CO*, 


280  WASHINGTON  STREET, 
Opposite  Post  Office* 


"  My  two  boys  were  kicking  about  the  presents  I  gave  them 
all  Christmas  morning." 

"  What  did  you  give  them  ?" 

"  Foot-balls." — Harvard  Lampoon.  - 

M,  KEEZER  Highest  Cash  Prices  Paid 

_    ,       I  for  Cast=Off  Clothes. 

5  \  Boy  1st  on  Street,  .        ,   ,      _   •  *  t  * 

f  e  Leave  orders  at  Chap  s  or  Bemis'.    In  An- 

Jamaica-  Plain*  dover  every  Monday,  Wednesday  and  Friday. 


T.  F.  KERNON,  PROPRIETOR 

JEsset  Ifoouse  & 

445  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  HASS 


AMERICAN  AND 
EUROPEAN  PLAN. 


HENRY  C.  KING  CO.,     ^  Whol.esale and ^ Deale.r *? 
106  so.  broadway,  Groceries  and  Provisions. 

WOOD,  COAL  AND  PREPARED  WOOD. 
Telephone  33-2.  SO.  LAWRENCE.      Plain  and  Fancy  Bakers.    Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
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Reserved  for 

SAriUEL  H.  KING  &  CO., 

CHAPEL  STREET, 

New  Haven,  Conn. 

For  Sale   rtV:^1A**   To  Rent 


s=  pianos  ^ 

* 

Uiolins,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings,  etc. 

I^VPli     C,    r*C\  337   ESSEX  STREET, 

U  I  CM    0(    \,KJ.,  LAWRENCE. 

S Boston  and  Maine  Railroad  I 

The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England.  gfe 


#        LOWEST   RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS 

1  VeSt  Northwest  ©  Soat£weSt  f 


0  Fast  Trains  With  Through  Sleeping  Cars  Between 


f  BOSTON  f 

J£  and  lllontreal,  Ottawa,  Corewto  

||   encage,  St.  Paul  and  minneapolis  |1 

4$  Only  One  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST. 

S  D.  J.  FLANDERS,  I! 
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//i?r  Father — "  No,  young  man :  my  daughter  can  never  be 
yours."  Her  Adorer — "I  beg  pardon;  I  don't  want  her  to  be  my 
daughter — I  want  her  to  be  my  wife." — Harlem  Life. 


S.  W.  HURLBURT 

1074  Chapel  Street,  New  Haven,  Conn. 
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Gelebrateb 
..Date.. 


Latest  Designs  and  Colors 
of  the  Season. 


Collins  & 
^Fairbanks  Co., 


...BOSTON 


<?orre<;t  Dressii^  


We  invite  all  gentlemen  who  appreciate  the 
highest  class  of  tailoring,  and  are  willing  to 
pay  a  trifle  more  than  is  charged  for  ordinary 
work.  


rank  D.  Somers, 

SttercDant  Cailor.., 


No.  5  PARK  ST.,    -  BOSTON 


.....THE... 
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Concerning  tbe  3fl?tng  Sprap. 

BY  W.  J.  COLBY. 

^T\AMN  you  British  and  your  Alabama  !"  said  the  Captain 
of  the  American  clipper  ship  "  Flying  Spray,"  as  one 
of  the  Lieutenants  of  the  Confederate  ship  boarded  the 
Yankee  vessel  with  a  half  dozen  marines  at  his  heels.  The 
officer  received  the  greeting  with  a  flush  of  anger  and  raised 
his  sword,  but  a  contemptuous  smile  on  the  face  of  the  skip- 
per as  he  added,  "  The  fortunes  of  war,  I  suppose,"  stopped 
him. 

To  American  sailors,  the  bitterest  pill  of  the  whole  Civil 
War  was  the  fact  that  a  ship  built  by  British  money,  manned 
by  British  seamen  and  flying  the  British  flag,  should  fire  and 
destroy  some  of  the  finest  vessels  under  the  stars  and  stripes, 
while  England,  professedly,  was  a  neutral  power. 

Three  ships  had  left  Singapore  together,  knowing  that 
the  Alabama  was  cruising  in  near-by  waters,  but  trusting  to 
luck  to  escape  her.  On  the  third  day  out,  the  boatswain  of 
the  Flying  Spray  reported  a  vessel  on  the  starboard  beam 
running  towards  them.  Later,  as  her  hull  hove  in  sight,  she 
was  recognized  as  the  dreaded  Alabama.  An  eight-knot 
breeze  was  blowing  and  Captain  Bray,  with  the  other  vessels 
following,  bore  away  with  every  stitch  of  canvas  set  and 
bellying  out  with  a  freshening  breeze.  All  day  the  race 
went  on.    The  Flying  Spray  gradually  headed  the  other 
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fugitives  and  more  than  held  her  own  with  the  Alabama. 
"If  only  the  wind  will  hold. till  dark,"  was  the  prayer  of  a 
hundred  seamen  on  the  three  Yankee  ships. 

In  the  middle  of  the  afternoon,  an  electric  storm  came 
up.  At  moments  the  wind  blew  with  terrific  fury ;  torrents 
of  rain  were  driven  with  the  force  of  hail,  shutting  out  every- 
thing from  sight ;  ominous  clouds  flashed  forth  crazy-coursed 
lightning  at  every  instant.  It  seemed  as  if  the  wrath  of  God 
were  intervening,  for  the  heavy  rain  enabled  the  Flying  Spray 
to  change  her  course  unnoticed  by  the  enemy,  and  gave  her 
a  chance  of  escape.  But  as  suddenly  as  the  rain  came,  it 
went,  and  yet  the  anxious  watchers  saw  with  a  thrill  that  the 
ruse  had  worked.  The  Alabama  was  far  away,  following  in 
her  old  course,  and  the  three  Yankee  ships  had  slipped  miles 
to  the  windward  of  her.  As  if  in  celebration,  the  lightning 
continued  its  play  more  brilliantly  than  ever.  The  air  was 
filled  with  it.  Great  balls  of  it  lighted  up  the  yard-arms  and 
mast-heads  and  the  whole  heavens  fairly  scintillated  with  its 
continuous  play.  Then  the  clouds  thinned,  the  electricity 
ceased,  and  just  as  the  hopes  of  darkness  were  about  to  be 
realized,  the  wind  lulled,  sails  began  to  flap,  and  the  courage 
of  hope  lessened  as  the  Alabama,  with  her  course  changed, 
came  steaming  surely  up  to  them. 

Three  boats  left  the  side  of  the  Alabama  and  rowed 
towards  the  three  ships.  Lieutenant  Pickney,  who  boarded 
the  Flying  Spray,  after  his  brief  conversation  with  Captain 
Bray  gave  the  order  for  all  hands  to  pack  one  change  of 
clothing  in  their  sea-bags  and  then  to  stand  by  their  boats. 
No  money  was  allowed  to  be  taken,  and  only  one  day's  rations. 
The  orders  were  given  in  a  loud,  vaunting  manner  and  obeyed 
sullenly  and  with  stifled  anger  by  the  men.  As  the  bags 
were  examined,  they  were  thrown^into  the  ship's  three  boats 
and  the  crews  were  ordered  to  push  away.  Captain  Bray  was 
given  the  choice  of  leaving  his  men  and  taking  passage  on 
the  Alabama  to  her  first  port  or  taking  chances  with  his 
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sailors.  He  instantly  chose  the  latter,  receiving  a  cheer  from 
his  men. 

Meanwhile  sailors  from  the  Confederate  ship  had  been  at 
work  in  the  cabin  and  holds  of  the  Flying  Spray  getting  pieces 
of  kindling  material  together  for  the  firing  of  her.  Smoke 
began  to  come  out  of  cracks  and  openings.  The  English 
sailors  came  up  from  below,  jumped  into  their  boat,  waited 
a  moment  for  the  flames  to  start,  and  then  pushed  away. 

In  the  hurry  of  their  leaving,  the  absence  of  the  car- 
penter of  the  Flying  Spray  had  not  been  noticed.  But  as  the 
three  boats  waited  near  together  to  be  with  the  old  ship — the 
only  home  of  some  of  the  men,  as  long  as  possible,  the  cry  went 
up,  "  Where  is  Haskell  ?  "  It  was  answered  by  another  cry 
from  the  doomed  ship,  and  a  figure,  stripped  to  the  waist, 
sprang  to  the  railing,  grabbed  the  loose  end  of  the  main- 
brace,  and  ran  along  opposite  to  the  British  cutter  and  in  line 
with  the  main-yard.  His  shipmates  then  remembered  that 
in  a  drinking  den  in  Singapore  after  the  news  of  the  Ala- 
bama's deeds  had  arrived  to  stir  the  anger  of  every  Ameri- 
can, Haskell  had  vowed  with  an  oath  and  a  drink  to  "  settle 
with  the  British  dogs"  if  he  ever  fell  in  with  them.  Filled 
with  a  death-fearless  courage,  Haskell  was  going  to  keep  his 
vow. 

It  looked  as  if  he  had  waited  too  long.  The  boat  was 
far  beyond  the  reach  of  a  jump,  and  his  only  chance  lay  in 
swinging  out  and  dropping  into  her  with  the  force  of  his 
swing.  She  lay  fully  fifty  feet  away  and  it  seemed  impos- 
sible that  he  could  reach  her  —  so  impossible  that  the  English- 
men had  not  the  slightest  suspicion  of  his  real  intention, 
and  only  imagined  that  he  intended  suicide. 

Everyone  watched,  motionless,  as  he  pushed  himself 
from  the  railing  with  his  feet  and  swung  thirty  feet  from  the 
ship's  side.  Back  he  came  with  added  impulse,  aiding  him- 
self by  a  swing  of  his  body,  and  out  again  still  faster,  cours- 
ing through  the  air  swifter  and  swifter.    The  strain  on  his 
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arms  was  intense.  His  veins  could  be  seen  to  stand 
out  and  his  cords  snapped  with  the  weight  of  his  flying 
body.  Curling  himself  up  into  a  ball  as  he  flew  back 
to  the  ship,  and  then  swaying  himself  with  the  last  of 
his  strength  as  he  shot  out  for  the  sixth  time  over  the  sea, 
he  let  go.  His  body  swished  through  the  air,  flying 
obliquely  with  the  tremendous  force  of  its  impulse,  and 
struck  in  the  midst  of  the  British  crew,  knocking  three  of 
the  men  over  to  one  gunwale  and  the  force  of  the  four  keel- 
ing the  boat  over  so  suddenly  as  to  send  them  all  to  the  lee 
side  and  upset  the  boat.  The  dash  of  the  water  brought  back 
Haskell's  strength,  and  grabbing  the  floating  tiller,  he  struck 
at  the  swimming  men  with  the  fury  of  a  mad-man.  Four 
blows  —  and  four  heads  disappeared.  Then  he  was  over- 
powered, choked  by  strong  hands,  and  ended  with  his 
own  life  the  tragedy  he  had  begun. 

The  after-glow  of  the  sunset  colored  the  sky ;  the 
flames  from  the  dying  ships  cast  a  strange,  weird  light ; 
homes  were  being  burned  ;  a  brave  man's  life  had  been  given 
to  fight  his  country's  foes,  and  four  lives  of  the  enemy  had 
passed  into  death. 

Saddened  and  sick,  the  crew  of  the  Flying  Spray 
rowed  slowly  away  to  meet  the  crews  of  their  com- 
panion ships.  Flames  lighted  the  sky  until  midnight,  and  a 
lurid  light  stayed  in  the  heavens  until  the  morning  broke  and 
found  nine  ship's  boats  alone  on  the  ocean  with  the  nearest 
land  a  cannibal  island  and  friendly  shores  three  hundred 
miles  away. 

Forty  of  the  men,  with  Captain  Bray,  resolved  to  row 
back  to  Singapore.  The  others  believed  it  wisest  to  row  back 
into  the  way  of  passing  vessels  in  the  hope  of  being  picked  up. 

Parting  messages  were  given  and  the  boats  separated, 
four  to  attempt  to  row  to  land,  and  five  to  await  rescue.  The 
Captain  turned  his  boats  towards  the  distant  island  of  Sumatra, 
intending  to  land  under  the  cover  of  night  to  get  what 


CONCERNING  THE  FLYING  SPRAY 


171 


eatables  could  be  found.  In  the  middle  of  the  afternoon  the 
boats  neared  the  land,  running  close  enough  in  shore  to  see 
there  a  wealth  of  vegetation.  Hungry,  with  the  threat  of 
famine  hanging  over  them,  they  were  emboldened  to  risk  the 
danger  from  the  natives,  and  landed.  For  several  hours  they 
gathered  whatever  edibles  they  could  find,  gradually  filling 
their  boats  with  the  results  of  their  forage.  They  were 
leisurely  walking  back  to  the  water  on  their  last  trip,  when  a 
yell  was  heard  from  a  near-by  hill  and  a  flight  of  arrows  fell 
about  them.  Dropping  everything,  the  sailors  dashed  for 
their  boats  with  the  band  of  natives  close  upon  them.  To 
the  seamen,  the  race  that  followed  was  one  for  life.  Warned 
of  the  danger,  the  men  left  in  charge  of  the  boats  stood  by 
to  shove  off  from  shore  as  soon  as  their  comrades  reached 
them.  Being  nearer  the  shore,  the  Americans  got  to  their 
boats  and  were  away  as  the  savages  came  to  the  water's 
edge.  Arrows  and  spears  followed  the  wake  of  the  boats, 
and  several  men  were  struck  by  the  poisoned  darts,  the 
wounds  of  which  were  immediately  sucked  and  the  danger 
averted.  Seeing  the  boats  out  of  reach  of  weapons,  the 
natives  started  inland  to  stir  up  their  bands  to  watch  for  the 
return  of  the  white  men. 

A  high  promontory  ran  out  into  the  sea,  and  as  the 
three  boats  rounded  its  point,  a  small  stream  of  water  was 
seen  trickling  down  the  side  of  the  cliff  near  the  mouth  of  a 
cave.  It  was  a  welcome  sight  to  the  crews,  for  the  water- 
breakers  in  the  boats  were  only  half  full  and  the  water  in 
them  was  brackish  and  warm.  Casks  were  filled  at  the 
little  stream  as  the  bq,ats  came  up  in  turn,  but  the  lookout  in 
the  bow  of  the  last  one  heard  the  sound  of  a  larger  spring 
inside  the  cave.  Ordered  by  the  coxswain,  the  crew  pushed 
the  boat  through  the  entrance.  Towards  one  side  of  the 
rough-hewn  roof,  a  ray  of  light  shone  down  through 
a  crevice  and  brightened  the  gloom  beneath  it.  Jagged 
rocks  bent  downward  from  the  vault  in  its  highest  parts. 
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The  rest  of  the  great  cave  was  low-studded,  causing  the  men 
to  dodge  as  they  moved  about  examining  its  structure. 

With  casks  filled,  the  boats  outside  rowed  slowly  up  the 
coast  for  an  hour,  expecting  the  other  boat  to  follow.  No 
sign  of  it  appearing,  and  their  calls  being  unanswered,  one 
boat  was  sent  back  to  reconnoiter.  Coming  around  the 
promontory  again,  they  saw  that  the  entrance  was  being 
blocked  by  the  incoming  tide.  Quickening  their  stroke, 
they  raced  the  rush  of  the  sea  to  the  mouth  of  the  cave. 
But  the  rising  water  won  out  at  the  finish,  leaving  not  more 
than  two  feet  of  space  between  the  top  of  the  rock  and  the 
tearing  sea,  except  for  a  slender  fissure  that  ran  up  five  or  six 
feet.  Time  and  again  they  shouted,  but  there  was  only  an 
echoing  answer.  The  coxswain  called  for  a  volunteer  to 
swim  through  the  passage  with  the  end  of  the  boat's  painter 
and,  if  the  boat  could  be  found,  to  have  the  crew  jump  over- 
board and  clinging  to  the  rope,  be  hauled  back  by  the  men 
outside.  Instantly  a  man  with  a  bowling  around  his 
shoulders  leaped  from  the  bow  into  the  whirl  of  the  narrow 
passage.  A  few  feet  off  he  rose  from  his  dive  and  for  an  in- 
stant was  hurried  along  by  the  tide ;  then  his  hands  went  up, 
a  shriek  of  despair  filled  the  vaulted  entrance,  and  he  sank. 
A  moment  later  the  fin  of  a  shark  was  seen  through  the  nar- 
row opening  and  the  horrible  fate  of  the  daring  seaman  was 
known.  Feeling  that  further  effort  was  useless  until  the  tide 
ebbed,  the  boat  moved  away. 

Until  the  cry  of  the  dying  sailor  had  filled  the  cave  with 
its  echo,  nothing  had  been  heard  by  the  men  inside  except 
the  moaning  of  the  ocean.  Absorbed  in  the  objects  of  in- 
terest about  them,  they  had  wandered  from  passage  to  pas- 
sage, not  thinking  of  their  perilous  position.  Alarmed  by 
the  sudden  cry,  they  pushed  back  into  view  of  the  opening 
and  saw  with  horror  that  they  were  imprisoned.  A  swirl  in 
the  water  just  ahead  of  the  boat  disturbed  the  silence  of  the 
cave  again  and  the  fins  of  three  sharks  fighting  for  their 
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prey  told  the  story  of  the  shriek  they  had  heard.  For  a 
moment,  staggered  by  the  thought  of  their  danger,  and  with 
that  piercing  cry  still  ringing  in  their  ears,  they  knew  not 
what  to  do.  Suddenly  realizing  that  it  was  but  a  question  of 
time  before  their  boat  would  be  jammed  between  the  low- 
hanging  roof  and  the  rising  water,  they  made  for  the  ray  of 
light  where  the  height  of  the  cave  was  greatest.  But  even 
there  the  points  of  rock  hanging  downward  left  no  clear 
space  where  the  boat  could  lie.  Getting  the  position  that 
allowed  the  most  room  for  the  tide  to  rise  before  swamping 
them,  they  waited.  The  sun  set,  and  the  quick  darkness 
that  follows  in  that  region  buried  the  men  in  a  dismal  gloom. 
The  tide  rose  still  higher.  Once  the  bow  of  the  boat  became 
jammed  under  a  low-browed  rock  and  it  was  hard  work  to  free 
her.  Creatures  of  the  sea  began  to  come  in,  filling  the  cave 
with  their  peculiar  sounds  and  splashing  spray  over  the  men. 
Then  both  ends  of  the  boat  became  jammed  and  it  settled 
more  and  more  in  the  water  as  the  tide  came  in.  The  fin  of  a 
shark  brushed  along  the  side  and  struck  the  hands  of  some  of 
the  men  as  they  clung  to  the  gunwale,  sending  cold  shivers 
creeping  over  them.  Filled  with  terror,  men  who  had  never 
used  the  name  of  God  except  as  a  curse  sought  the  mercy 
of  a  supreme  power.  The  gunwale  became  nearly  awash,  and 
the  points  of  the  rocks  forced  the  men  to  lie  down  for  safety. 
Beasts,  made  horrible  by  their  noises,  appeared  to  be  all 
about,  and  ravenous  for  the  prey  that  would  soon  be  theirs. 
But  in  the  last  depths  of  despair,  joy  came  ;  the  boat  freed 
itself  from  the  overhanging  rocks  and  swung  clear.  In  a 
few  hours  the  tide  lowered  enough  to  let  them  out  of  their 
prison,  and  their  yells  of  rejoicing  were  answered  by  the 
glad  shouts  of  the  other  crews. 

The  next  morning  the  four  boats  headed  for  Singapore. 
Six  days  they  rowed,  suffering  tortures  of  famine  and  thirst, 
exhausted  by  their  efforts  and  weakened  by  exposure. 
Seven  of  their  number  gave  way  under  the  terrible  strain 
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and  were  buried  with  simple  services  among  the  unknown 
graves  of  the  sea.  Then  land  was  sighted,  and  the  shadows 
that  had  hung  over  them  so  long  broke  away. 

Four  weeks  after  the  burning  of  the  Flying  Spray, 
twenty  of  her  sailors  met  in  a  seamen's  boarding-house,  and 
over  mugs  of  foaming  grog  the  story  of  the  past  month  was 
told.  Some  had  been  chased  by  the  savages  and  lived  the 
night  in  the  death-hole  cave,  and  the  men  of  the  other 
crews  listened  with  wonder  to  the  tale  of  horrors  they 
heard.  Then  the  second  mate  of  the  Flying  Spray,  who  had 
captained  one  of  the  crews  that  had  waited  to  be  picked  up, 
gave  their  story  of  suffering  and  disappointment. 

It  seems  that  after  they  parted  company  with  the  other 
boats  they  rowed  steadily  for  a  day  to  strike  the  track  of 
passing  ships.  Three  more  days  they  waited  without  shelter 
from  a  sweltering  sun,  and  for  most  of  the  time  without 
water  or  food.  Their  agony  grew  intense,  until  on  the  morn- 
ing of  the  fourth  day  many  were  utterly  despairing  and 
thinking  of  ending  their  own  lives  before  their  sufferings 
grew  more  fearful,  when  a  speck  appeared  far  away  on  the 
horizon.  It  drew  nearer,  and  in  two  hours  was  within  a  mile  of 
them.  The  ship  then  hove  to,  and  with  a  strength  made  new 
by  hope,  the  men  rowed  towards  her.  Over  half  the  distance 
had  been  covered,  when  suddenly  the  ship  sailed  away. 
For  a  moment  the  crew  pulled  with  all  their  might, 
then  with  torn  hearts  they  gave  up  all  hope.  Angered 
and  sorrowed,  they  watched  her  flee  away.  But  to  their 
surprise,  once  more  she  hove  to.  Suspecting  a  second 
trick,  they  started  for  her  with  little  hope,  but  this  time  she 
remained  motionless  and  they  reached  her.  She  was  a  na- 
tive vessel  with  an  English  captain.  He  told  them  that  the 
crew  had  objected  to  their  coming  aboard,  and  that  while  he 
was  below  in  his  stateroom,  his  door  had  been  fastened  and 
the  ship  put  under  headway.  He  had  tried  desperately  to 
get  out;  by  means  of  an  axe  he  had  finally  broken  the  door 
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and  with  revolver  in  hand  had  covered  the  men  and  brought 
them  to  discipline  again.  The  American  sailors  were  landed  at 
the  handiest  port,  and  after  resting  from  their  hardships  pro- 
ceeded to  Singapore. 

When,  in  the  English  channel,  June  19,  1864,  the 
United  States  man-of-war  Kearsarge  fought  and  destroyed 
the  Confederate  cruiser  Alabama,  the  terror  of  merchant- 
men flying  the  stars  and  stripes,  none  received  the  news 
more  gladly  than  the  crew  of  the  Flying  Spray. 


Xinee. 

BY   "  WOODS." 

.  Away  ! 
Ye  phantoms  of  the  past, 
Crowding  in  sight  so  fast, 
Borne  on  the  midnight  blast, 
Begone ! 

Advance  ! 
Ye  rosy  Future's  dreams, 
Sparkling  with  dewy  gleams, 
Kissed  by  Aurora's  beams, 

'Tis  morn  ! 


£be  IReformer  of  timbuctoo- 


BY  ELIPHALET  WILKINS. 

ONG  ago  there  was  a  wretched  city  called  Timbuctoo, 
^  to  which,  one  day,  a  stranger  came.  He  had  travelled 
from  a  lone  isle  in  the  polar  regions,  bringing  to  the  heart 
of  Africa  a  satchel  stuffed  full  of  lore.  Yea,  the  bag  was 
crammed  with  much  paradoxical  philosophy,  the  result  of  all 
the  wisdom  of  a  city  which  we  shall  call  Zero.  Zero 
boasted  a  University  whose  turrets  had  much  moss  and 
scraped  the  sky.  Now  the  man  from  Zero  was  a  Reformer. 
Deep  in  his  nature  existed  the  missionary  spirit.  Having 
whipped  himself  so  far  as  the  obscure  heathen  town  of  Tim- 
buctoo, where,  in  blissful  concord  with  the  heat,  the  people 
went  quite  naked,  he  mounted  the  public  stump,  which  in 
Timbuctoo  consisted  of  an  abandoned  ant-hill.  Spreading 
to  the  breeze  a  roll  of  well-wrought  papyrus  (which,  being 
papyrus,  was  extremely  suggestive  to  the  pagan  mind)  he  re- 
ceived honored  audience  from  even  the  Mayor  of  Timbuctoo. 
Clad  in  Nature's  aetherial  deckings,  the  Mayor  of  Timbuctoo 
did  much  honor  to  the  man  from  Zero,  who,  swathed  in  the 
skins  of  polar  bears  and  reeking  of  much  walrus  blubber, 
nevertheless  doffed  his  sealskin  cap,  not  so  much  for  com- 
fort's sake  as  in  deference  to  the  germ  of  humanity  which 
he  thought  discernible  in  the  upturned,  Cimmerian  features 
of  His  Honor,  the  Mayor  of  Timbuctoo.  My  Reformer  then 
proceeded  to  expatiate.  Conversant  with  the  deepest  dead 
roots  of  Philology,  it  was  an  easy  matter  for  him  to  establish 
communication  with  the  murmurous  jabber-wock  of  his  bar- 
baric congregation. 

Reader,  if  in  your  adventurous  quest  for  that  Northern- 
most thing  which,  in  your  childhood,  you  may  have  fancied 
to  protrude  from  this  ball  we  call  the  world,  not  unlike  the 
axis  of  your  kind  teacher's  illustratory  globe — I  mean  the 
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North  pole — you  find  the  University  of  Zero  buried  in  bergs 
of  long  ago,  do  not,  pray,  neglect  to  probe  deeper  into  the 
chaos  around.  Perchance  a  treatise  smacking  of  much  ad- 
vanced thought  will  reward  you.  Certain  it  is  that  in  the 
warmest  days  of  the  University  of  Zero  my  Reformer 
burned  much  whale  oil  over  the  subject  of  the  Confusion 
of  Tongues,  and  to  a  certain  Review,  which  at  one  time  cir- 
culated not  feebly  through  the  entire  Frigid  Zone,  contributed 
a  candidly  heterodox  paper  entitled  "  The  Tower  of  Babel." 
So  great  labor  could  not  be  forever  lost.  How  interesting 
it  is  to  be  assured  of  the  fact  that  his  University  Education 
availed  my  Reformer  in  that  memorable  speech  before  the 
inhabitants  of  Timbuctoo  ;  to  know  that  he  led  his  skeptical 
yet  clamorous  hearers  through  mazes  of  honey-trickling  syl- 
lables and  that  they  returned  to  their  bungalows  convinced 
that  something  was  real.  By  slow  degrees  they  became 
aware  of  my  Reformer.  The  record  says  that  he  gave  three 
years  of  his  life  to  this  special  mission,  and  when  again 
he  trod  the  sleeted  pavements  of  Zero  he  was  not  proud. 
What  though  every  Zero  newspaper  heralded  his  name, 
he  modestly  waived  all  plumes  and  in  the  retirement  of  his 
chamber  invoked  naught  but  his  twinkling  Northern  star. 
His  brain  was  large  and  teemed  with  yet  other  benefits  for 
stricken  men.  He  had  swaddled  Timbuctoo.  But  he  was 
yet  young. 

At  times  the  fur  trade  of  his  native  land  was  not  be- 
neath his  notice.  Syndicates,  trusts,  were  trifling  abstract- 
ions. Yet  when  the  Arch  Mink-skin  Monopolist  came  to 
him  one  morn  and  said,  11  That  work  of  yours  in  Timbuctoo 
is  grand  !  Lo,  our  products  have  a  new  market !  My  busi- 
ness booms  !  My  boats  bound  for  the  heart  of  Africa  now 
sweep  the  seas  !  I  know  not  much  about  reformers,  but  I'll 
wager  a  million  that  you  are  one  ! "  did  my  Reformer  refuse 
to  commune  with  the  soul  of  my  Arch  Monopolist  ?  Not  a 
bit  of  it.    He  thought  vaguely  of  the  many  whale-bone  du- 
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cats  in  my  Arch  Monopolist's  pocket.  He  reflected  also  that 
the  oleaginous  mass  of  aristocracy  was  perhaps  densely  ig- 
norant. He  thought  of  the  University  of  Zero  from  whence 
he,  the  Reformer,  had  matriculated  with  many  an  Athenian 
laurel.  He  thought  of  his  own  higher  calling.  He  looked 
at  his  watch  — a  silver  one,  grasped  the  ermined  hand  of  the 
prince  of  furriers,  and  said,  "Thank  you  exceedingly  for 
your  encouragement  my  dear  sir.  In  these  progressive 
times,  one  has  to  keep  busy,  you  know." 

At  the  University  my  Reformer  was  perfecting  another 
scheme.  With  the  assistance  of  Professor  Swieg  of  the  Sci- 
entific Department  he  hoped  to  liquify  some  of  the  air  of 
the  polar  regions  in  order  that  it  might  be  bottled  and 
corked  and  sent  into  the  jungles  of  Timbuctoo.  For  indi- 
viduals had  insinuated  that  the  sultry  air  of  the  Tropics  was 
not  conducive  to  the  highest  morality.  History  records 
that  this  second  project  was  not  shot  into  the  abysm  of 
nothing  in  particular.  Liquified  boreal  air  actually  became 
a  staple  product  of  Zero-land.  Companies  were  organized 
to  extract  it  from  the  Universe.  And  again  skiffs  skirted 
Greenland  ;  meeting  that  mysterious  and  sensitive  artery  of 
the  world  of  waters,  the  Gulf  Stream,  they  were  borne  by 
favoring  winds  so  far  as  the  mud  wharves  of  Timbuctoo. 
There  were  thousands  of  these  transports,  laden  not  only 
with  bales  of  fur  but  with  expansive  and  explosive  liquified 
boreal  air  encased  in  tight  receptacles.  An  entire  argosy 
and  a  noble  vessel  called  the  Esquimaux  Siren  was  blown  up 
during  one  of  these  voyages.  This  was  a  stupendous  catas- 
trophe. Guy  Fawkes  might  have  blown  up  all  the  Houses 
of  Parliament  with  one  carboy  of  liquified  boreal  air.  On 
the  decks  of  the  Esquimaux  Siren  there  were  demijohns, 
pouches  of  reindeer  hide,  copper  receivers,  bearing  society's 
trade-mark  and  filled  with  the  stuff.  They  were  marked 
li  Handle  with  Care  "  and  were  in  a  state  of  unstable  equili- 
brium during  the  stormy  passage.      Sailors  of  Zero-land 
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were  always  clothed  in  the  thickest  and  most  hairy  of  furs.  In 
my  study  of  the  ancient  record  I  find  a  lamentable  lack  of 
humor  among  the  Zero-landers.  For  many  years  after  the 
great  ocean  tragedy  in  which  many  human  lives  were  lost, 
which  made  many  widows  and  many  fatherless,  gloom  seems 
to  have  rested  on  the  nation.  What  wonder  ?  Yet  there 
must  have  been  one  cheerful  soul  and  optimistic.  "  At  the 
blowing-up  of  the  Siren  the  fur  flew  right  and  left!"  wrote 
this  man  in  a  description  of  the  accident  from  which  he 
alone  escaped  alive. 

Truth  is  stranger  than  any  possible  fiction.  I  am 
startled  to  find  that  for  one  thousand  years  Timbuctoo 
copied  the  manners  and  customs  of  Zero  by  the  aid  of  furs 
and  imported  boreal  air.  The  African  city  is  now  sunk  in 
fathoms  of  mire  and  swamp.  Yet  by  some  Providence  a 
few  of  her  municipal  papers  have  been  preserved. 

Wicked  souls  go  to  Hades,  and  according  to  our  most 
enlightened  notions  Hades  is  an  endless  burning.  By  a 
slight  stretch  of  the  imagination  we  may  set  it  down  as  a 
possibility  that  time  and  long  usage  may  make  Hades  a 
fairly  comfortable  place  to  a  very  patient  and  enduring  man. 
Even  so  the  inhabitants  of  Timbuctoo  became  accustomed 
to  fur  clothing  under  a  torrid  sky,  till  they  praised  and 
praised  again  the  noble  labors  of  Northern  reformers  who 
had  redeemed  them  from  nakedness.  They  eulogized  my 
original  Reformer  from  time  to  time.  All  great  men  die  and 
the  world  is  made  dark  and  wretched  when  such  event 
befalls.  My  Reformer  died.  My  pen  trembles  as  I  write  it; 
yet  I  know  his  soul  is  marching  on  to  glory.  What  a 
funeral  he  had  !  What  solemn  chants  were  sung !  What 
vested  choirs  raised  their  voices  in  note  triumphant,  only  to 
lower  them  in  sad  dirge,  only  to  raise  them  again  in  quaver- 
ing tremolo  of  hope  !  He  was  laid  to  rest  in  the  Cathedral 
of  Zero  and  loving  hands  bore  him  to  the  grave.  Showers 
fo  hottest  tears  fell  over  him.    His  epitaph  was  in  Latin. 
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Years  rolled  away  as  years  must.  Other  reformers 
arose,  but  none  so  energetic,  so  true  to  high  ideals  as  the  de- 
parted. In  fact  the  spirit  of  world-wide  reform  in  Zero- 
land  began  to  show  signs  of  decay.  Trade  became  all. 
The  question  of  tariff  or  free  trade  with  Timbuctoo  became 
the  interesting  one.  There  was  so  great  demand  for  the 
furs  of  Zero-land  that  Zero-land  finally  passed  a  bill  which 
compelled  Timbuctoo  to  pay  a  duty  of  fifteen  per  cent  on 
bear-skins,  seal-skins  and  mink-skins. 

The  Lord  Mayor  of  Timbuctoo  wore  ermine  and  a 
tippet  of  the  fur  of  a  long-extinct  little  animal  whose  name  I 
do  not  know.  The  penalty  for  going  without  fur  clothing  in 
the  city  was  decapitation.  The  lawyers  oi  our  own  land 
would  do  well  to  examine  some  of  the  legal  documents  which 
I  have  before  me.  They  relate  to  many  cases  and  cite  many 
precedents.  They  never  fail  to  quote  a  certain  clause  in  the 
Constitution  :  "  Inasmuch  as  we  have  become  convinced  that 
true  progress  depends  entirely  on  the  clothing  which  men 
put  upon  their  bodies,  and  inasmuch  as  we  have  accepted 
golden  truth  from  a  sister  nation  which  wears  only  furs,  and 
inasmuch  as  we  are  bound  to  the  standards  of  that  most 
friendly  and  enterprising  nation,  be  it  forever  known  and 
published  that  we  the  people  of  Timbuctoo,  are  to  wear  furs, 
thick,  hairy  and  hot,  from  now  on  to  all  eternity  ;  otherwise 
we  violate  a  fundamental  principle  and  commit  a  crime 
against  public  decency  and  the  common  weal." 

In  the  face  of  this  doctrine  the  anarchist  and  the  so- 
called  liberalist  flew.  Many  such  were  condemned  and  exe- 
cuted without  appeal.  A  wretch  who  had  false  notions  of 
comfort  stood  in  danger  of  a  lynching  by  the  mobs  of  the 
populous  city  of  Timbuctoo.  At  all  events  there  was  no  es- 
cape for  him  if  he  went  without  his  furs. 

How  sad  it  is  to  examine  history  and  find  country  after 
country,  city  after  city,  once  the  home  of  all  arts,  including 
the  sartorial,  falling  back  into  barbarism,  abandoning  the 
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warm  color  of  civilization  and  sinking  into  degradation,  dark 
and  mean. 

Such  fate  was  Timbuctoo's.  A  Hottentot  of  the  most 
eccentric  personality  lived  in  the  town  and  for  some  reason 
or  other  seems  to  have  been  beloved  by  all  the  people.  He 
was  poor  but  pretended  a  charitable  disposition.  His  home 
was  the  refuge  of  the  beggar  and  the  outcast.  The  very 
dog  was  not  turned  away  from  his  door.  In  reality  the  man 
was  black  at  heart.  He  it  was  who  wrought  the  downfall 
of  Timbuctoo. 

On  a  day  of  equatorial  humidity  he  took  off  all  his  clothes 
and  disported  himself  in  the  full  flare  of  noon.  He  was 
tried,  condemned  and  executed,  but  in  his  prison  cell  he 
wrote  a  book  of  most  damnable  and  pernicious  theory.  By 
the  clever  use  of  his  native  language  he  expounded  in  de- 
lightfully readable  literary  style  his  sensations  during  a 
naked  picnic  on  the  banks  of  the  Congo. 

As  my  Reformer's  books  had  circulated  through  the 
Frigid  Zone,  so  with  tenfold  rapidity  the  volume  written  by 
an  African  revolutionist  of  mean  extraction  flew  through  the 
entire  Tropic  Zone. 

The  Mayor  of  Timbuctoo  read  and  demanded  the  im- 
mediate suppression  of  all  like  literature.  Yet  that  very 
night  he  set  the  most  terrible  example ;  he  was  seen  by  moon- 
light under  a  cocoanut  tree  attempting  to  enjoy  the  luxurious 
scenery  of  his  estate  with  no  clothes  upon  him  save  a  beaver- 
skin  hat. 

All  classes  of  society  began  to  murmur.  Manifestly  if 
one  high  in  authority  could  defy  the  Constitution,  something 
was  rotten  in  Timbuctoo.  Men  blinded  themselves  with  this 
reasoning ;  they  wilfully  refused  to  remember  that  modesty 
depended  upon  clothes. 

Strife  went  on  for  years.  Fur  formed  the  only  avail- 
able raiment  in  the  land  ;  hence  it  was  a  question  of  fur  or 
nothing.     The  seeds  of   Revolution    grew  to  an  ominous 
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plant.  At  length  it  came  ;  blood  flowed  ;  the  Congo's  waters 
ran  red  with  the  gore  of  the  best  and  most  conservative 
guardians  of  public  order  and  public  honor.  The  old  and 
long  venerated  Constitution  of  Timbuctoo  was  given  to  the 
flames. 

You  know  the  rest.  What  is  Central  Africa  today  ?  A 
rank  and  noisome  fen.  A  jungle  where  grow  venomous 
plants,  where  crawls  the  deadly  viper.  And  where  are  the 
stalwart  races  whom  once  Zero-land  converted  ?  Gone, 
swept  into  oblivion.  What  is  Timbuctoo  ?  Goldsmith  tells 
the  story. 

"The  naked  Negro,  panting  at  the  line, 
Boasts  of  his  golden  sands  and  palmy  wine  ; 
Basks  in  the  glare  or  stems  the  tepid  wave; 
And  thanks  his  Gods  for  all  the  good  they  gave." 

But  where  are  his  clothes  ?  What  has  become  of  his  modesty  ? 
Let  me  turn  from  him  and  enshrine  in  my  heart  of  hearts 
my  sainted  Reformer.  Let  memory  fondly  cling  to  his 
noble  form,  his  busy  brain,  his  good  works.  Somewhere  in 
space  his  soul  is  soaring. 


BY  ARTHUR  J.  A.  CHARWATE. 

I'm  a  rustic  on  Life's  highway, 
Plowing  up  the  earth  to  sow  ; 

Toiling,  hoping  that  ere  mid-day 
I  may  cut  a  fair,  deep  row. 

This  straight  course  that  I  am  taking 
Calls  for  all  my  skill  and  strength  ; 

Hidden  stones  are  oft  delaying  ; 
But  I'll  gain  my  goal  at  length. 


BuilMngs  Bnt>over  1bas  ©ccupiet)  in  tbe  past 

BY  G.  E.  MERRILL. 

^NNE  hundred  and  twenty-two  years  ago  Phillips  Andover 
was  founded.  When  Judge  Phillips  had  succeeded  in 
getting  his  plans  for  a  school  down  to  a  working  basis,  he 
altered  an  old  carpenter  shop  which  then  stood  on  the  corner 
of  Main  and  Phillips  Streets,  and  prepared  it  for  the  reception 
of  the  first  students  of  the  Phillips  "  School!'  It  was  a 
roughly-built,  shed-like  building,  thirty-five  by  twenty  feet, 
and  it  was  planned  to  accommodate  thirty  pupils.  The  first 
home  of  this  great  modern  academy  was  a  small  shed 
or  shop,  about  as  commodious  and  convenient  as  the  ordinary 
district  school.  But  great  oaks  from  little  acorns  grow ! 
For  eight  years  this  continued  to  be  Phillips  Academy,  but 
in  January,  1786,  the  school  was  moved  to  a  new,  and  then 
considered  excellent  building  erected  for  it  by  the  founders 
on  the  present  site  of  the  Theological  Library.  This  new 
school-house  was  a  frame  building,  two  stories  in  height, 
including  on  the  ground  floor  recitation  and  study  rooms  and 
on  the  top  floor  an  exhibition  hall  and  assembly  room. 
Provision  was  made  for  one  hundred  pupils  —  something  of 
an  improvement  over  the  accommodations  of  the  old  school, 
which  in  the  meanwhile  was  used  as  singing  school  and 
store-house,  until  eventually  moved  to  make  room  for  the 
building  lasting  until  the  residence  of  the  late  Professor 
Churchill  was  erected. 

The  "  New  Academy "  as  it  was  called,  stood  in  a 
corner  of  what  was  a  rocky  field  of  underbrush  and  brambles, 
extending  back  over  the  land  now  occupied  by  the  Seminary. 
With  these  wild  surroundings,  and  its  haughty  air  of  modern- 
ness,  this  was  Phillips  Andover  when  George  Washington 
visited  the  town,  and  rode  so  proudly  down  Phillips  street. 
For  its  time,  the  hall  was  considered  useful,  for  here  were 
held  Parish  meetings  and  Sabbath  services. 
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In  1 8 1 8  this  "New  Academy"  was  destroyed  by  fire. 
The  Phillips  family  still  showed  their  faith  in  the  future  of 
the  school  by  helping  to  build  the  now  standing  structure 
known  in  the  catalogue  as  the  gymnasium.  This  was  the 
school  in  which  so  many  of  our  noted  alumni  conned  their 
lessons,  and  concerning  the  interior  of  which  Oliver  Wendell 
Holmes  writes  : 

"  How  all  comes  back !  —  the  upward  slanting  floor, 
The  masters'  thrones  that  flank  the  central  door — 
The  long  outstretching  alleys  that  divide 
The  rows  of  desks  that  stand  on  either  side — " 

While  Holmes  and  his  school-mates  were  attending  the 
recitations  in  the  old  brick  school-house,  a  new  stone  acade- 
my was  constructed  on  the  lot  just  west  of  Dr.  Bancroft's 
present  residence  opposite  the  offices.  In  the  stone  acade- 
my there  started  in  1830  the  "  Teachers'  Seminary"  —  what 
would  now  be  called  a  normal  school.  This  school  was 
under  separate  government,  although  a  part  of  Phillips  Acad- 
emy. Until  1842  these  departments  existed,  each  in  its 
own  building,  but  in  this  year  it  was  found  best  to  combine 
the  two,  and  the  entire  school  was  quartered  in  the  stone 
building. 

In  the  meanwhile  the  brick  school-house  was  used  as  an 
exhibition  hall  and  place  for  entertainment.  It  may  be  of  in- 
terest to  note  that  previous  to  this  uniting  of  departments  the 
Latin  Commons  were  constructed  for  the  students  attending 
the  classical  school  in  the  building  now  called  the  "gym."  The 
students  of  the  "  Teachers'  Seminary  "  were  provided  for  by 
the  erection  of  English  Commons. 

During  all  these  years  the  academy  had  been  increasing 
its  fame,  and  when  the  stone  building  was  burned  in  1864, 
the  alumni  from  all  over  the  country  contributed  to  the  fund 
for  the  erection  of  our  present  Academy  building. 

Since  then  Andover  has  expanded  into  the  two-building 
system  again,  but  under  what  far  different  circumstances  all 
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of  us  are  aware.  To  give  the  story  in  detail  of  these  old 
academies  would  fill  a  volume.  You  may  be  able  to  imagine 
some  of  the  phases  of  life  at  Andover  at  the  different 
periods  when  it  occupied  a  carpenter's  shop,  a  wooden  school- 
house,  and  the  more  commodious  but  small  brick  school  on 
Salem  street. 


LIMITATION. 

Glad  are  the  flowers  that  are  growing 

Here  at  my  feet, 
Merry  the  breeze  that  is  blowing 

Over  the  wheat, 
And  bright  little  cloudlets  are  flying 

Through  the  azure  on  high, 
And  there's  only  one  who  is  sighing, 

And  that  one  is  I. 

Mountain  and  blossoming  plain, 

Sunshine  and  bird, 
All  things  to  me  are  in  vain 

For  the  want  of  a  word  ; 
Hopeless  my  quest  though  I  seek  it 

The  wide  world  through. 
Dear,  there's  just  one  who  can  speak  it, 

And  that  one  is  you'. 

Ethel  Wallace  Hawkins,  in  Smith  College  Monthly. 


£be  perfib?  of  perfttns. 


BY  GERALD  CHITTENDEN. 

^^/TLSON  was  nervous  —  more  nervous,  Perkins  thought, 
than  even  so  trying  an  ordeal  as  marriage  justified. 
But  Perkins  had  never  worried  about  anything,  and  still  fur- 
ther, had  never  been  going  to  be  married. 

This  night  —  the  night  before  Wilson's  nuptials  —  he 
and  Perkins  were  in  the  library  of  their  joint  bachelor  apart- 
ments. Perkins  was  standing  with  his  back  to  the  fire-place, 
a  long  meerschaum  pipe  in  his  mouth,  rehearsing  the  ar- 
rangements he  had  made  for  the  escape  of  the  happy  pair 
after  the  wedding  breakfast.  Wilson  was  walking  up  and 
down,  puffing  hurriedly  a  short,  black  brier. 

"After  Mrs.  Wilson,"  Perkins  was  saying,  "has  sneaked 
upstairs  to  get  into  a  reasonable  dress,  and  you  are  off 
somewhere,  already  scraping  imaginary  rice  out  of  your  hair, 
the  guests  will  somehow  get  hold  of  a  couple  of  bushels  of 
the  above  pernicious  grain  ;  they'll  wait  for  you  in  the  front 
hall.  Your  game  is  to  get  the  bride  down  the  side  stairs 
and  into  the  hack  I'll  have  waiting  for  you  there.  The  car- 
riage will  have  to  wait  at  the  front  door  as  a  blind.  If  you 
obey  orders,  no  one  will  know,  except  by  your  sheepish  ex. 
pression,  that  you  are  a  groom." 

"  That's  a  good  scheme,  Perk,"  said  Wilson,  dropping 
into  a  chair  and  immediately  getting  up  again.  "  And  it 
ought  to  work.  Hope  it  will.  If  it  does,  you  get  my  ever- 
lasting gratitude." 

A  little  later  they  retired,  Wilson  to  ride  a  nightmare 
prophetic  of  the  uncomfortable  road  to  bliss  which  on  the 
morrow  he  was  to  tread,  and  Perkins  to  sleep  the  sleep  which 
visits  the  unjust  as  often  as  it  does  the  just. 

The  wedding  came  off  without  a  hitch.  Soon  after  the 
breakfast  had  commenced,  the  newly-made  Mrs.  Wilson  stole 
unnoticed  upstairs  to  prepare  for  the  wedding  journey.  Then 
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did  Perkins  the  perfidious  give  to  each  guest  a  bag  of  rice 
and  assemble  them  in  the  little  reception  room  near  the  side 
stairs  to  bid  the  unsuspecting  bride  and  groom  a  boisterous 
goodbye. 

Wilson,  trusting  in  Perkins,  went  with  an  easy  mind  to 
the  gentlemen's  cloak  room.     There  his  wife  soon  joined 
him.     Howard,  the  valet,  helped  him  on  with  his  coat,  but 
was  unable  to  find  his  hat  anywhere.      Wilson  sent  him 
downstairs  to  see  if  it  was  on  the  rack. 

"  I  don't  know  where  the  guests  have  all  gone  sir," 
said  Howard,  coming  back  with  the  missing  headpiece. 

"  Aren't  they  in  the  drawing-room?"  asked  the  alarmed 
Wilson. 

"  No  sir." 

"  Go  down  the  side  stairs  quietly,  and  see  if  they're 
waiting  there." 

Wilson  walked  to  the  window  and  looked  out.  The 
brougham  was  waiting  at  the  front  door.  He  said  things  to 
himself  about  Perkins. 

"Well?"     interrogated  Wilson,    when   Howard  came 

back. 

"  They're  all  waiting  by  the  side  door  sir,  "  answered 
Howard. 

"Come  on  Dorothy,"  merrily  then  quoth  Wilson,  "we'll 
checkmate  them  yet." 

And  they  went  down  stairs,  saying  things  to  each  other 
with  their  eyes,  and  followed  by  the  fatherly  and  approving 
Howard  with  their  bags. 

The  guests  began  to  grow  impatient,  and  to  accuse  Per- 
kins of  having  fooled  them.  Perkins  went  upstairs  pres- 
ently, when,  seeing  that  the  carriage  was  gone,  he  rang  the 
bell  in  the  dressing-room,  and  Howard  appeared. 

"  Help  me  on  with  my  coat,  Howard.  If  anybody 
should  ask  you,"  slipping  a  crisp  green  note  into 
Howard's    ready  hand,    "  say    that    I    couldn't  prevent 
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the  guests  from  going  to  the  side  door,  and  that  you  met  me 
on  the  stairs  coming  up  to  tell  Mr.  Wilson  they  were  there, 
and  give  this  note  to  one  of  the  guests  after  I  leave."  t 

Perkins  took  a  sheet  of  note  paper  from  the  desk,  and 
wrote,  "  Rubbered,  A.  P.  "  Then  he  put  on  his  hat  and  went 
home. 

*********** 
Extract  from  a  note  from  Mrs.  Piatt  to  her  daughter, 
Mrs.  Wilson  : 

"  Mr.  Perkins  managed  it  all  beautifully,  I  think.  You 
told  me,  you  know,  that  you  would  leave  by  the  old  surgery 
door  to  escape  the  rice.  I  learned  from  Howard  that  the 
guests  suspected  this  and  gathered  there.  He  says  that  as 
he  was  going  down  stairs  to  get  something  for  which  Mr. 
Wilson  had  sent  him,  he  met  Mr.  Perkins  coming  up  two 
steps  at  a  time..  Mr.  Perkins  told  him  to  tell  you  to  leave 
by  the  front  door,  and  then  went  back  to  the  surgery. 
Wasn't  that  nice  of  him  ?" 

"  Mr.  Perkins  is  an  awfully  nice  man,  isn't  he?"  re- 
marked Mrs.  Wilson  after  reading  this  note  to  her  husband. 
"  Very  few  people  would  have  taken  so  much  trouble  about 
us." 

"Very  nice  of  him  indeed,"  answered  Wilson. 


fIJMraae, 


YE  CARELESS  FISHER. 

Big  ones  in  the  shadows, 

Hungry  for  the  fly  ; 
Eager  in  the  rapids, 

Toothsome  troutlets  lie. 

Comes  the  friend  unskillful 

Of  Isaac  Walton's  art, 
Casts  his  "  Parmacheenee  " 

In  the  deepest  part. 

Big  one  rushes  at  it ; 

Angler  (?)  gives  a  yank  ; 
Slimy  pebble  makes  him  slip 

From  the  caving  bank. 

Homeward  goes  the  angler 

Wet  as  any  duck, 
His  only  leader  broken, 

Cursing  at  his  luck. 

MORAL. 

Hearken,  all  ye  would-be 

Followers  of  Ike, 
If  you'd  catch  the  troutlet, 

Be  gentle  when  you  strike. 

Gerald  Chittenden. 


CONCERNING  EASTERN  GIRLS. 

Science  has  done  much  during  recent  years  to  destroy  erro- 
neous ideas  and  widely  accepted  fallacies.  This  destruction  has 
been  agreeable  or  otherwise  according  to  the  circumstances  and 
the  individual  facts,  but  the  decrees  are  absolute  and  so  must  be 
accepted.    The  stubbornness  of  facts  is  proverbial. 

One  of  the  ablest  of  our  scientists  recently  startled  some 
people  by  the  statement  of  facts  which  involved  unpleasant  con- 
ditions.    The  learned  Prof.  Seaver  read  a  paper  before,  the 
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Anthropometric  Society  of  Yale  College,  in  which  he  set  forth  that 
some  boasted  superiorities  of  the  Eastern  sections  of  this  country 
over  the  Western  are  unfounded.  In  all,  to  do  justice  to  both 
sides,  we  will  quote  the  Professor's  words.  He  found  by  careful 
and  skillful  measurements  that  the  Eastern  girls  are  "  natter 
chested,  natter  headed,  lesser  in  lung  capacity  and  bigger  footed 
than  the  Western  girls."  In  other  words  he  establishes  the  fact 
that  the  Eastern  girls  are  inferior  in  health,  beauty  of  form  and 
intellectual  capacity  ! 

It  is  indeed  unfortunate  that  the  Professor  should  have  had  to 
publish  the  bitter  truth  in  the  heart  of  New  England,  and  it  is 
to  be  feared  that  his  popularity  with  the  feminine  element  of  the 
East  will  die  a  quick  death.  But  the  great  West  will  welcome  him 
as  the  exponent  of  truth  and  a  martyr  to  the  cause. 

G.  E.  Merrill. 

THE  TRAMP  TO  THE  DAIRY  MAID. 

Once  a  tramp  came  swinging  lithely, 

Swinging  dusty  lanes  along; 
Saw  a  maiden  churning  blithely, 

And  he  flung  to  her  a  song. 

Maiden,  maiden,  at  thy  churning, 

Take  a  little  song  from  me, 
For  my  weary  heart  is  burning 

To  be  churning  there  with  thee. 

By  the  hunger  in  me  cramping, 
By  my  shoes  so  warped  and  worn, 

I'm  a  tramp  ;  I  must  go  tramping ; 
Tattered  let  me  be  and  torn. 

Maiden,  maiden,  at  thy  churning, 

Dairy  maids  for  me  did  yearn, 
Ere  I  took  to  tramping,  turning 

From  the  turning  of  the  churn. 

Maiden,  maiden,  give  me  butter, 

Give  me  butter,  give  me  bread, 
For  my  hungry  heart  doth  mutter 

That  with  butter  I  am  fed. 

For  I  love  thy  butter  better 

Than  I  love  thy  rustic  grace  ; 
Put  my  trampish  heart  in  fetter, 

Maiden,  feed  my  trampish  face. 

The  Warbler. 


lE&itonals, 

The  opening  year  of  the  new  century  will  see  the 
beginning  of  a  great  change  in  the  order  of  things  at 
Andover.  After  the  building  of  the  new  dormitories,  the 
tearing  down  of  the  old  Commons,  the  laying  out  of  the  new 
campus,  and  the  erection  of  the  new  gymnasium,  the  member 
of  the  class  of  1900  who  comes  back  a  few  years  hence  will 
find  it  hard  to  recognize  his  old  haunts. 

The  plans  of  the  authorities  are  to  centralize  the  school 
life,  and  one  of  the  first  steps  towards  this  end  is  the  building 
of  the  new  dormitory  now  in  process  of  construction.  It 
will  only  be  a  matter  of  a  few  years  before  others  will  be 
built  and  the  system  of  rooming  in  private  houses  done  away 
with.  The  new  gymnasium  will  probably  be  completed  next 
year,  and  the  new  campus  is  expected  to  be  ready  for  use  in 
the  fall.    Latin  Commons  may  be  torn  down  this  summer. 

Old  Latin  Commons  have  stood  so  many  years  on  the 
top  of  the  hill  that  no  one  can  tell  how  the  landscape  will 
look  without  them  ;  but  certain  it  is  that  their  removal  will 
make  a  great  change  in  the  appearance  of  Andover. 

All  these  changes  will  be  a  great  improvement,  and  the 
attendance  will  increase  ;  but  still  there  will  be  some  things 
to  be  regretted.  With  the  passing  of  the  old  Andover,  many 
old  traditions  will  be  lost.  Andover  will  have  lost  its  individ- 
uality to  a  certain  degree.  When  Andover  consists  of  a 
group  of  dormitories,  a  gymnasium,  some  recitation  buildings, 
and  a  campus,  it  will  be  about  like  any  other  school.  But 
there  is  one  thing  we  hope  will  not  pass  away,  and  that  is 
the  spirit  of  democracy  which  has  made  Andover  what  it  is. 

We  hear  a  great  deal  about  school  spirit — or  rather, 
the  lack  of  it  among  the  students  of  this  great  and  glorious 
institution.    The  subject  is  a  favorite  one  at  school  and  de- 
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bating  society  meetings,  and  whenever  one  of  the  publications 
runs  short  of  news  it  is  customary  to  fill  up  with  school 
spirit.  It  makes  no  difference  what  the  occasion-  may  be, 
football,  track,  baseball,  tennis,  debating  societies,  Inquiry  — 
it's  always  the  same  refrain,  "  We  must  have  more  school 
spirit." 

Manifestly  a  great  deal  of  this  is  wind,  and  being  wind, 
it  does  only  a  limited  amount  of  harm.  Men  who  were  con- 
nected with  this  institution  before  the  school  spirit  agitator 
was  born  say  that  there  is  as  much  school  spirit  today  as 
ever.  With  this  evidence,  we  are  fain  to  believe  that  those 
who  say  the  contrary  do  not  know  whereof  they  speak. 

If  there  is  not  as  much  school  spirit  now  as  formerly,  it 
is  largely  the  fault  of  the  no-school-spirit  croaker.  Kipling's 
Mr.  Raymond  Martin,  M.  P.,  waved  the  flag  before  his 
hearers  and  exhorted  them  to  be  patriotic,  to  emulate  the 
deeds  of  their  ancestors.  The  result  was  that  the  volunteer 
cadet-corps  broke  up,  and  Mr.  Martin,  M.  P.,  was  called  a 
"flapshus  cad"  and  a  "jelly-bellied  flag-flapper."  Mr.  Ray- 
mond Martin,  M.  P.,  was  an  earnest  man  ;  he  meant  well, 
but  he  had  no  tact.  School  spirit,  like  patriotism,  is  apt  to 
be  destroyed  by  being  ranted  about.  If  it  is  true  that 
Andover  men  are  loosing  spirit,  the  school  spirit  man  should 
take  warning  from  Mr.  Raymond  Martin,  M.  P.,  and  beware 
lest  he  destroy  what  there  is  left. 

Our  handwriting  expert  being  at  present  absent  on  his 
vacation,  and  likely  to  be  gone  for  several  months,  it  would 
be  a  great  convenience  to  the  editors  if  contributors  would 
make  their  manuscripts  so  that  with  a  reasonable  amount  of 
study  they  can  be  deciphered. 

It  would  help  the  printers  a  good  deal  to  have  the 
manuscript  unfolded.    Once  in  a  while  it  might  be  well  to 
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put  in  a  paragraph,  and  a  few  periods  and  commas  might  be 
sprinkled  in  without  harm. 

It  may  be  too  much  to  ask  contributors  to  write  the 
title  at  the  top  of  the  page  instead  of  on  the  back  ;  but  it  is 
hardly  necessary  to  write  "  contribution  to  the  Mirror  "  on 
the  manuscript.  The  fact  of  its  being  given  to  the  Mirror  is 
sufficient.  If  any  mistakes  should  be  made  through  our 
publishing  matter  intended  for  the  Phillipian  we  will  do  our 
best  to  rectify  them.  It  wouldn't  do  any  harm  to  get  stories 
criticized  before  submitting  them  for  publication. 


Xeaves  from  pbUUpe  1h>£, 


Conducted  by  George  T.  Eaton,  P.  A.  '73. 

'24 —  Capt.  John  Codman,  an  earnest  advocate  of  free  trade 
and  free  ships,  died  in  Boston  April  6,  1900.  He  was  an  active 
horseback  rider  and  lover  of  ranch  life. 

'38  —  On  February  12,  1900,  Paul  A.  Stackpole,  M.  D.,  of 
Dover,  N.  H.,  celebrated  his  80th  birthday  and  on  the  morning  of 
March  28  he  was  found  dead  at  his  home.  He  was  a  prominent 
member  of  his  profession  and  had  held  the  highest  office  in  medi- 
cal associations. 

V  '42  —  At  Cambridge,  March  21,  1900,  died  Rev.  John  Wood- 
bridge  Birchmore. 

'49  —  Albert  B.  Peabody  was  elected  tree  warden  of  Boxford 
at  the  March  town  meeting. 

'61 — Professor  John  Wesley  Churchill,  who  has  had  charge 
of  the  Draper  and  Means  competitions  for  more  than  thirty  years 
and  who  has  been  connected  with  the  school  as  pupil  and  teacher 
a  longer  period  than  any  other  person,  died  April  13,  1900. 

y  '64  —  In  Dedham,  March  16,  1900,  John  Richards  Bullard 
died  aged  54.  He  was  admitted  to  the  Suffolk  bar  in  1867,  was 
a  member  of  the  state  legislature  from  '68-'7i,  was  prominent  in 
town  affairs,  a  director  of  the  Dedham  National  Bank,  vice-presi- 
dent of  the  Savings  Bank,  president  of  the  Electric  Lighting  Co. 
and  treasurer  of  the  water  company. 

'68  —  E.  H.  Williams,  professor  at  Lehigh,  is  preparing  a 
"  Genealogy  of  the  Williams  family." 

'69  —  John  B.  Grant  is  now  secretary  and  treasurer  of  the 
"  Merchants'  Trust  Company"  at  320  Broadway,  New  York  City. 

'75  —  Life  has  recently  published  "  Mythology  for  Moderns  " 
by  James  S.  Metcalfe. 

v  '79  —  William  Bradbury  Spring  died  of  pneumonia  at  Auto- 
fagasta,  Chili,  September  17,  1898.  He  was  born  Jan.  5,  i860,  at 
Portland,  Me. 


LEAVES  FROM  PHILLIPS  IVY 


'95 


'80  —  A.  L.  Holmes  has  succeeded  to  the  large  furniture  and 
carpet  warehouse  of  C.  H.  Robinson,  Dock  Square,  Boston. 

'84  —  E.  H.  Waldo  has  been  appointed  instructor  in  Electrical 
Engineering  in  Cornell  University. 

'86  —  Henry  H.  Willcox  is  a  successful  manufacturer  of  cal- 
endar pads  at  South  Framingham. 

'38  —  Henry  S.  Graves  has  been  appointed  by  the  Yale  Cor- 
poration professor  of  forestry  in  the  University. 

'88  —  William  B.  Hotchkiss  is  a  member  of  the  firm  Hotch- 
kiss  &  Templeton,  heavy  hardware,  mill  supplies  and  machinists' 
tools,  Waterbury,  Conn. 

'92  —  Cyrus  F.  Mackay  has  taken  charge  of  a  fruit  district  of 
the  Fay  Fruit  Co.,  with  headquarters  at  Los  Angeles,  Cal. 

'92 — William  Henderson  Wadhams  and  Miss  Caroline  D. 
Reed  were  married  in  Andover,  April  26,  1900. 

'93  —  On  March  29,  1900,  in  Chicago,  111.,  Miss  Annette 
Walker  was  married  to  James  Lewis  Smith,  who  is  with  the  Treat 
Hardware  Co.  of  Lawrence. 

'94  —  C.  Dwight  Divine  is  in  the  firm  of  Dwight  Divine  & 
Son,  manufacturers  fine  pocket  cutlery,  Ellenville,  N.  Y. 

'94 — Married  in  Brookline,  April  19,  1900,  Samuel  Lester 
Fuller  and  Miss  Constance  Pelham  Greenough. 

'95  —  Edward  S.  Woodruff  has  been  elected  captain  of  the 
John  Hopkins  University  Track  Team. 

'96  —  A.  Albert  Smith  is  president  of  the  National  Mercantile 
and  Professional  Bureau  for  supplying  help  of  all  classes,  with 
headquarters  at  Springfield,  Mass. 

'97  —  Charles  Washburn  Cady  of  Hartford,  Conn.,  died  of 
pneumonia  at  his  father's  home,  March  25,  1900.  While  here,  he 
was  a  member  of  the  track  team. 

f  '99  —  Died  of  appendicitis  at  the  Yale  Infirmary  March  29, 
1900,  Maurice  Fitch  Hawks.    He  had  been  president  of  Philo. 


Exchanges, 

THE  FIGHT  AT  MAGERSFONTEIN. 

"  So  it's  the  fight  at  Magersfontein,  eh  ? 

Well,  'twas  the  Devil's  own  caboose  that  day. 

You  see  they'd  ambuscaded  our  'vance  guard, 

And  we  were  bound  for  havin'  at  'em  hard, 

But,  law,  my  boy,  they  had  us  penned  like  sheep, 

And  if  you  cared  to  live  you  had  to  creep. 

We  and  the  Gordons  were  in  the  'Serves  this  time. 

(A  beastly  place  for  regiments  that's  prime). 

We'd  seen  the  Seaforths,  Argys  and  the  Scots 

March  down  the  hill  and  out,  and  face  them  shots 

That  came  so  true  and  straight,  from  God  knows  where, 

Jest  in  general  from  some'ers  over  there  ; 

They'd  withered,  too,  till  it  seemed  them  bushy  clumps 

Could  muster  thousands  for  the  angels'  trumps. 

'  Come  on,  Gordons  !  '  '  My  God,  they're  goin'  now, 

It's  our  turn  next  and  a  Hell  of  a  row !  ' 

I  felt  as  I  hadn't  the  heart  to  watch, 

But  I  did,  and  I  saw  them  pass  the  Notch, 

And  march,  knee-deep  in  grass,  on  down  the  hill, 

With  line  as  straight  as  regimental  drill. 

They  reached  for  the  plain  on  the  double-quick, 

A  plungin',  fallin',  fit  to  make  you  sick ; 

They  gained  the  shrub  and  were  waverin'  bad, 

But  out  they  went  careerin'  on  like  mad, 

Till  they  struck  the  sand  and  the  barbed-wire  fence. 

Then  they  came  dribblin'  back  like  Peter's  pence. 

1  Fix  bayonets  ! '  '  Forward  ! '  and  our  line  swept  down 

As  straight  as  any  Guards'  in  London  town. 

We  got  to  the  sand  and  the  line  closed  up, 

The  bullets  a-singin'  their  twangy  plup, 

When  —  a  bolt  ?    No  ;  the  Guards  never  bolt  — 

The  simmerin'  heat  seemed  to  take  a-holt  — 

The  officers  snarled  and  ordered  in  vain, 

Might  jest  as  well  tried  to 've  stopped  the  rain. 

I  saw  the  wee  cairn  and  the  hills  once  more, 

And  the  bonnie  Dundee  was  the  battle's  roar, 
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When  '  Ugh,'  it  was  like  a  douche  of  the  wet. 

4  Hey,  Johnnie  Cope,  are  ye  waukin'  yet  ? ' 

The  screel  of  the  Argy's  piper  rang  out, 

A-talkin'  to  every  skulkin'  lout. 

I'll  never  forget  to  my  dyin'  day 

How  the  spell  fell  off  when  they  heard  him  play. 

How  grand  he  looked  as  he  stood  in  the  breeze, 

His  tartan  and  kilties  brushin'  his  knees, 

Keepin'  time  with  his  foot  a-stampin'  the  ground 

While  the  bullets  fell  thick  as  hail  around  ; 

How  he  stemmed  the  tide,  formed  the  line  again, 

How  — but  down  I  sank  with  a  twinge  of  pain. 

When  I  woke  next  day  I  could  hear  him  still, 

But  the  screel  he  played  had  turned  to  a  trill, 
Over  the  graves  of  two-and-twenty  score 
Rang  the  last  farewell,  1  Lochaber  No  More.'  " 

George  E.  Fogg,  in  Bowdoin  Quill. 


NOTICE. 

Andover  men  will  please  see  that  they  are  getting  our  shoes 
when  placing  their  orders.    The  name  is  on  every  pair. 

Newman  the  Shoeman. 


WITCHES'  TOWN. 

When  I  came  into  Witches'  Town 

I  was  so  free  and  gay ; 
The  high  sun  surely  looked  not  down 

On  blither  wight  that  day  : 
For  I  was  Gladys'  true-sworn  knight, 

And  she  my  troth-plight  love  ; 
My  sword  was  bright,  my  heart  was  light, 

Cloudless  the  skies  above. 
Ah,  in  Witches'  Town  what  spells  are  said! 
Why  shine  its  runnels  all  so  red? 


$6.50  a  day  is  being  made  by  our  agents,  and  any  live  student 
can  make  the  same  during  vacation,  selling  Lang's  Scrap  Book. 
Everybody  buys  it.    Sample  free.    Write  for  territory  at  once. 

Lang  Mfg.  Co.,  Superior,  Wis. 
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When  I  came  out  of  Witches'  Town 

Lagging  my  step  and  slow, 
The  wan  moon  never  cast  blight  down 

On  wretch  more  dazed  with  woe  : 
For  I  had  seen,  by  magic  dread, 

How  false  was  she  and  frail  ! 
My  hope  was  sped,  my  love  was  dead, 

And  life  a  liar's  tale. 
Ah,  in  Witches'  Town  what  spells  are  said ! 
My  sword  shines  like  its  runnels  —  red. 

Arlo  Bates,  '76,  in  Bowdoin  Quill. 


Books, 

When  Knighthood  Was  in  Flower.      By  Edwin  Caskoden 
(Charles  Mejor).    The  Bowen  Merrill  Co. 

"  When  Knighthood  Was  in  Flower"  is  a  very  brightly  written 
but  quite  unpretentious  story  of  the  time  of  Henry  VIII.  Like  all 
such  novels,  it  tends  to  destroy  our  faith  in  the  divine  right  of 
kings ;  familiarity  certainly  does  breed  contempt.  The  author's 
tone  of  intimacy  with  royalty  on  the  part  of  the  minor  personages 
of  the  court  marks  the  author  as  a  young  American  with  a  broad 
imagination.  The  story  is  supposed  to  be  "compiled  from  the 
memoirs  "  of  a  courtier  of  the  time,  but  if  the  courtier  wrote  upon 
paper  such  expressions  as  "  That  old  crone,  the  Queen-mother," 
he  must  have  kept  his  memoirs  in  a  safe. 

The  story  is  mildly  interesting  in  spite  of  sundry  faults  of 
construction,  but  its  improbability  reaches  a  point  of  absurdity. 
The  typography  and  illustrating  of  the  book  are  wretched. 

c.  R. 
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(ESTABLISHED  i8i3) 

BROOKS  BROTHERS,  ^ 

BROADWAY,  cor.  22d  Street,  NEW  YORK  CITY 

Clothing  and 
furnishing  Goods 

READY-MADE   AND   MADE   TO  MEASURE 


We  are  constantly  making  changes  and  improvements  in  our  Stock 
and  adding  novelties  in  the  way  of  Special  Garments  for  all  kinds  of  out- 
door amusement. 

Lack  of  space  precludes  details — our  Booklet  covers  all  and  illus- 
trates much — its  mission  is  to  suggest. 


Geo.  L.  Griffin  &  Son 

FURRIERS  &  HATTERS 

404  WASHINGTON  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


HflTS  FUR5 

Derby  and  Soft  Hats  in  all  the  Latest  Styles  and  Colors.  College 
Caps  and  Outing  Hats  of  every  description. 

Special  attention  given  to  Young  Men's  STYLISH  HEADGEAR. 

We  carry  a  select  and  exclusive  line  of  Ladies'  Hats,  both  Imported 
and  Domestic. 

Fine  Furs  for  Ladies  and  Gentlemen.  Custom  Work  and  Repairing 
a  special  feature  of  this  department.  We  carry  a  choice  line  of  Seal 
Skins  and  Sables. 


QEO.  L  QRIFFIN  &  SON. 
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Dr.  3.  5.  Hictjarbs 

94  Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass, 

Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Dr.  <L  HX  Scott, 

Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass. 

Office  Hours  :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Dr.  3of?n  p.  Correi}, 

Physician  and  Surgeon       ♦*♦       J  4  Essex  Street, 

TELEPHONE  22-4.  Office  Hours:  Until  10;  3  to  5  p.  m.;  after  7  p.  m. 

P.  A.  '92. 

Charles  <g.  Ctbbott,  m.  P., 

Physician  and  Surgeon    ♦*♦    70  Main  St.,  Andover. 

Office  Hours :  Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

A  REAL  SINECURE. 

Tired  Tompkins — There's  one  job  I  wouldn't  mind  havin',  Horace. 

Hungry  Horace  (in  amazement) — What's  that  ? 
"  Lineman  fer  er  wireless  telegraph  comp'ny." — Life. 

fjenry  £.  (Darke,  2TL  D., 

3  Punchard  Avenue       .\       Andover,  Mass. 

Office  Hours  :  Until  9.30  a.  m.;  1.30  to  3,  7  to  8  p.  m. 

albert  <£.  fjulme, 
D.  2tt.  D. 


<L       (Silbert,  m.  D.  S.,, 

DENTAL  ROOMS 

Bank  Building  Andover,  Mass. 
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We  Want 

Every  Andover  Man  to  Wear 

mwman  s  Uarsity  Shoes 

HIGH-CLASS  ONLY. 
Made  and  Sold  only  by 

NEWMAN  the  SHOEMAN 

79  TREMONT  ST.,  1  REMONT  BUILDING, 
Harvard  Square,  Cambridge.  ....BOSTON 

DEWEY  JOKE. 

"  What  is  the  difference  between  Dewey  and  a  floor-walker  ?  " 

"  One  sails  about  the  seas  and  the  other  sees  about  the  sales."— Jud^e. 

Zhc  IDutcbtneon 

NEW  HAVEN,  -  CONN. 

*  *  *  Cor.  College  and  Crown  Sts. 

(ONE  BLOCK  FROM  CAMPUS) 


FRANK  W.  BENEDICT,  Owner. 


Apply  to  F.  J*  Rice, 
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HARDY  &  COLE  ^™ 

B  m  r;  — a  *1*b  and  lumber  Dealers 

Box  Making,  Planing,  Sawing  and 

Matching  done  to  order.    Kindling  Wood  by  the  load. 

...P.  A.  Students  would  do  well  to  remember  that... 

Smith  &  Manning  ^|e-  Winter  Underwear 

Call  at  their  store  8  ESSEX  STREET,  and  see  for  yourselves. 

T.  J.  FARMER 
Fish  of  all  Kinds  •••  •••  •••  Oysters,  Clams  and  Lobsters 

15  Barnard's  Court,  Andover 

She  loved  John  Smith  beyond  a  doubt, 

But  when,  alas  !  she  thought 
Of  the  wedding-cards  she  gave  her  hand 

To  Mr.  Wellesley  Wellington  Watt. — Detroit  Journal. 

M.  T.  WALSH 
DEALER  IN  STOVES,  RANGES  AND  FURNACES. 

Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  Water  Heating.        Shop,  Essex  St.  Andover. 

HENRY  P.  NOYES 

FURNITURE 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 


DEALER 


EDWIN  C.  PIKE 

in....    Stoves,  Lamps,  Oil,  Tin  and  Glass  Ware. 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WARE,  CROCKERY,  ETC. 

PARK  ST.,  ANDOVER,  MASS. 


TONY  BASSO 

Fresh  Fruit  and  Confectionery 

50  Main  Street,    -  Andover» 
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miters  to  ♦♦♦♦ 

bUUps  Hcademy 


Style  and  Quality 

One  without  the  other  is  void,  but 
when  you  come  to  us  you  get  them 
both*  We  have  special  and  exclusive 
SHIRTINGS  imported  from  England; 
new  and  exclusive  NECKWEAR  and 
SOCKS  and  all  other  fittings  you  want 

W.  H.  GOWDY  &  CO. 

Opp,  Osborn  Hall, 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


XIV 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


WILLOUGHBY  &  CO., 

181  ESSEX  STREET,  Cor.  Jackson, 
LAWRENCE. 


♦..pbotoorapbers*,. 

DEVELOPING  &  PRINTING 
AMATEUR  WORK. 


LA  FLEUR-DE-LIS, 

MAIN  STREET. 

ANDOVER. 


Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions 

PICTURE  FRAMES,  BANNERS 

IN  ANDOVER  BLUE  AND  WHITE. 


W.  E.  STRATTON, 

Morrill  House  Annex, 

ANDOVER. 


TEACHER  OF 

Banjo,  Guitar  &  Mandolin 

INSTRUMENTS  FOR  SALE. 


0.  CHAPMAN.... 


...MAIN  STREET. 


DINING  ROOMS 

TOBACCO....  ....CIGARS 

...SOFT  DRINKS... 


THE  LATEST. 

Waiter — "  This  is  the  latest  on  boiled-beef.' 

Patron—1'  What  is  it  ?  " 

Waiter — "  Horseless  horse-radish."— Judge. 


J.  A.  SMART,  Hre  Jffou  Insures  ? 

BANK  BUILDING,  -  -  ANDOVER.       Is  your  House  Insured? 


CURRAN  &  JOYCE, 

433,  435,  437  COMMON  St., 
LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


Ballardvale  -  Lithia  -  Water 


GINGER  ALE  &  SODA. 


H.  C.  TANNER, 

24  Main  Street, 

....HAVERHILL. 


Caterer 

For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events.  Everything 
used  is  of  first-class  quality,  and  the  Best 
of  Service  Guaranteed.  Prompt  Attention 
and  personal  supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 
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1Resen>efc  for 


CHARLES  P.  THOMPSON 

Furnishings  for 
Students'  Rooms... 


ORANGE  STREET, 

New  Haven,  =  Conn 


The  Famous  Sweet  Sounding 

S.  S.  Stewart  Banjos 

and  Marvelous  GEO.  BAUER 

Mandolins  and  Guitars 

are  used  by  leading  Professionals  all 
over  the  world. 

Prices  Range  from  $6  to  $150  Each. 


MANUFACTORY  AT  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 

OFFICE  AND  SALESROOM  : 


1016  CHESTNUT  ST., 


Send  for 
Catalogue. 


PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 
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DRESS  SHIRTS 
COLLARS  AND  CUFFS 


UNDERWEAR 
HOSIERY 


JAMES  P.  EARLE, 
Ibaberbasber 

NEW  HAVEN,     -  CONN. 


NECKWEAR 


UMBRELLAS 


HANDSOME  DAN  TOBACCO .... 
HANDSOME  DAN  CIGARETTES 

Estimates  given  on  all  kinds  of 

Class  and  Society  Pipes. 


L.  L.  STODDARD... 


940  CHAPEL  ST., 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


FROST  &  ADAMS  CO., 

Importers  .*.  37  Cornhill,  Boston,  flass. 


flbatbematical  Instruments 


ARTISTS'  MATERIALS 

For  Crayon  and  Charcoal  Drawing,  Oil  and  Water  Color 
Painting.     Architects'  and  Engineers'  Supplies,  Etc. 
Picture  Framing  a  Specialty. 


DISCOUNT  TO  STUDENTS. 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 

Doing  Business  at  the  Old  Stand.  IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor 

Depot  Carriages  meet  all  Boston  Trains,  and  carry  passengers  to  the  station  at  short 
notice.  First-class  Rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.  P.  A.  patronage  respect- 
fully solicited  and  satisfaction  guaranteed. 

Long  Distance  Telephone  Connection  at  Mansion  House. 

W.  J.  BURNS, 
bailor  and  furnisher 

Agent  for  Imperial  Laundry  

AN  DOVER,  MASS. 

T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 

Dry  Goods  and  Groceries 

Special  Attention  Paid  to  Crockery. 

...ANDOVER  AND  NO.  ANDOVER. 

Zbc  Hndover  Bookstore  & 

Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School 
Supplies.  Stationery  in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved, 
special  P.  A.  Paper.  See  our  Andover  Fountain  Pen. 
Price  reduced  to  $1.50.  Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals.  ........ 

GEO.  A°  HKSC3IINS  &  CO. 

t\HW  ST.,  AWDOVER. 
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C  W.  CHANDLER, 

Dealer  io  (oaJ  atnd  Wood.  Teaming  Jobbing 

Orders  left  and  bills  payable  at  ••••At  5bort  rtotic* 

store  of  O.  P.  Chase 

G.  H.  VALPEY  E.  H.  VALPEY 

VALPEY  BROTHER5, 

Dealers  in  Meats,  Provisions,  Vegetables,  &c. 

No.  2  Main  St.,  Andover,  Mass. 

THOT*VA5  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Confectionery 

Lunch  Room.  Main  Street,  Andover 

J.  P.  WAKEFIELD, 

Dealer  in  Meats,  Vegetables,  Etc. 

— Market  on  Main  Street. 

COAL      WOOD  STRAW  HAY 


Successor  to  Fm/i/m  ^      TP      f~1  1  r>ri  OSft/M    Carter's  Block 

John  Cornell    JO  I  U/fliV    JOj .     IjflUll&Ull  Andover,  Mass. 

Coal  delivered  to  the  room.    Mill  Wood  for  Kindlings 

F.  P.  HIGGIJS S,  Bakery..  ^^^TIu^K^n 

MUSGROVE  BUILDING,    -    ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 

FINEST  LINE  OF  CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

Also    Revolvers,  Cartridges,  Loaded  Shells,  Skates,  Polo  Sticks  and 

Balls  at  the 

ANDOVER    HARDWARE  STORE. 

H.  McLAWLIN,       -       MAIN  STREET. 

GEO.  PIDDINGTON   -   -  FLORIST. 

73    SCHOOL  STREET 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violets      and  al1  ^S^Lu  mo^rs 

ALL  KINDS  OF  DECORATIONS. 
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I  TRADE  MARK. 


200  BROdDWdT,  NEW  YORK. 

j*  Special  Exclusive  Designs  upon  cApplication. 


H.  C  HASKELL, 

...II  MAIDEN  LANE... 

...NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 
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HITCHCOCK 

P.  A. 


1  IIIH  STUDIO 

Main  Street, 

ANDOVER. 


OPPOSITE 
YALE  CAMPUS. 


Warner  Hall  Apartments 

1044  Cb^pel  Street,  New  rkven,  Conn. 

Elegantly  Fitted  Throughout  with  modern  conveniences.  Safe  construc- 
tion of  Stone,  Brick  and  Steel.  Electric  Elevator.  Sanitary  Plumbing. 
Steam  Heat.  Free  Billiard  Table.  Restaurant,  Laundry,  Barber  Shop, 
Tailor  on  first  floor.  Prices  from  $100  to  $600  per  College  Tear,  includ- 
ing Heat,  Light  and  Attendance. 


Time  Saver 


Copy  Your  Notes  and 
Make  Your  Manu- 
scripts on  a   .    .    .  . 

Bew  franklin  Gppewriter.  as^fiSSSSfi 

Typewriter  made.  FIRST-CLASS  AT  A  REASONABLE  PRICE.  $75.00.  Typewriters 
rented,  $4.00  per  month.    For  Illustrated  Catalogue  and  Full  Particulars,  write  to  " 

Cutter^ower  Co.,  *  173  2>e\>on8bxre  St.,  Boston. 


i  nonun  PtioTooPAPmc  a 


Artistic  Photographs 


3  Park  Street  and  384  Boylston  Street,  BOSTON. 
1286  Massachusetts  Avenue,  Cambridge. 


-  -  PnOTOORJkPlRS  FOn  PllllllPS  AIIDOVfD  ACADtdT  -  - 


Official  Photographers  for  Harvard  University,  Smith 
College,  Wellesley  College,   Mt.  Holyoke 
College,  Tufts  College,  and  many 
High  Schools. 


We  Advertise  Here 


With  a  view  to  inform  you  that  our  pat- 
rons at  Andover  have  requested  us  to 
do  so,  in  order  that  their  friends  might 
know  that  we  make  Stylish  and  Well 
Fitting  Garments  at  a  moderate  outlay. 
Ask  any  man  that  trades  with  us  and 
they  will  tell  you  so. 


A.  L.  STARDSf, 


Ibeafcquarters  for 


Importing  tailor 


1050  CHAPEL  STREET, 

(Opp.  Vanderbilt  Hall) 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


YALE  SPIRIT 


finds  its  outward  expression  in  just  such  things 
as  the  "Big  Store"  shows  in  its  Yale  goods. 

The  store  is  full  of  Souvenirs  and  of  the  things  to  put  the  room  in  touch 
with  the  traditional  college  room.  There's  much  more  than  we  can  mention. 
But  these  are  some : 

Yale  Silk  Flags,  24x36,  the  word  Yale  in  large,  full  gothic  letters,  $2.00. 

Yale  Flags,  19x26,  large  letter  Y,  65c. 

Yale  Flags,  5  ft.  x  3  ft.,  made  from  best  quality  cashmere,  $3.00.  Yale 
Flag,  6  ft.  x  9  ft.,  best  quality  of  bunting,  YALE  in  large  letters,  $5.50. 

Yale  Smoking  Sets,  Tobacco  Bowls,  Cups  and  Saucers  and  Plates  with 
College  Buildings  reproduced,  Yale  Seal  on  Soap  Boxes,  Yale  Pins  and 
Brooches,  Yale  Pillows,  Yale,  Yale,  Yale — right  through  from  top  to  bottom. 
The  same  with  the  prices.    Gone  from  the  top  to  the  bottom. 


THE  EDW.  MALLEY  CO., 

....NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


FRtfNK  A.  GORBIN 
•ffmporting  bailor 

1000  CHAPEL  STREET, 

New  Haven,  Conn. 


Hnbover,  flDass.,  Sum,  1900 
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THE  L  E.  ELETCHER  CO., 

.  134  BOYLSTON  ST.,  BOSTON 


College  Ratters 

anfc 

Outfitters 


SHIRTS  TO  MEASURE 
REPRESENTED  AT  CHAP'S  WEEKLY 

E.  ABRAHAM  &  SON 

25-27-29  court  street, 
Boston,  A^ass. 

 MANUFACTURERS  OF  

fitgb  Grade  JYfeerscbaum 

and  Briar  pipes 

Monogram  and  Class  Pipes. . . 
made  on  the  premises. . . 


Complete  Assortment  of  Imported  and 
Domestic  Cigars,  Tobacco  and  Cigarettes. 


HE  at  <m 

Phillips  Andover 
Mirror 

EDITORIAL  BOHRD  : 

MANAGING  EDITOR:  BUSINESS  MANAGER: 

Emerson  Woods  Baker,  'oo.  Fred  Lewis  Collins,  'oo. 

Charles  Tripp  Ryder,  'oi.  George  Edmund  Merrill,  'oo. 
Roland  Jesse  Dodd,  '02.         Henry  L.  Wadsworth,  '00. 

The  Magazine  is  conducted  by  the  Editors  in  connection 
with  a 

•••    CONTRIBUTING    BOHRD  ••• 

William  Johnson  Colby  Gerald  Chittenden 

The  MIRROR  is  published  on  the  fifteenth  of  October,  November, 
December,  February,  March,  April  and  June  of  each  Academic 
year,  by  the  students  of  Phillips  Academy,  Andover,  Mass. 

The  Subscription  Price  is  $1.50  per  year,  or  25c  per  single  number, 
payable  in  advance. 

The  aim  of  the  Magazine  is  to  reflect  literary  Andover  as  it  is  and 
to  make  it  what  it  should  be.  Contributions  are  desired  from  any 
member  of  the  school.  Address  all  contributions  to  the  Editors, 
Phillips  Andover  Mirror,  and  all  business  communications  to 

Fred  Lewis  Collins,  Business  Manager. 

PHILLIPS  RCHDEKY, 

HNDOJiER,  WRSSKCHUSETTS. 
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PHILLIPS  ACADEMY  Hf]SK- 

Cecil  F.  P.  Bancroft,  Ph.  D.,  LLD,  Principal 

THE  Academy  prepares  large  classes  of  young  men  for  the  Colleges, 
the  scientific  schools  and  in  some  cases  for  the  professional  schools. 
One  hundred  and  thirty  candidates  went  to  college  last  year. 
The  faculty  consists  of  twenty  professors  and  instructors. 
The  pupils  last  year  numbered  over  four  hundred,  less  than  one 
half  of  whom  were  from  New  England,  and  the  others  from  more  distant 
places. 

The  current  year  begins  Sept.  21,  1899,  with  vacations  at  Christmas 
and  Easter. 

The  expenses  vary  from  $250.00  to  $500.00  a  year,  according  to  the 
accommodations  selected. 

The  income  of  benevolent  funds  and  scholarship  endowments 
amounts  to  five  thousand  dollars  a  year. 

The  present  needs  of  the  Academy  are  funds  for  teaching  and  for 
building,  and  for  various  current  uses.  For  further  information,  and  for 
copies  of  the  annual  catalogue,  address  Principal  Bancroft. 

QEO.  P.  RAYMOND, 
Costume  Parlors 

17  BOYLSTON  PLACE,  80ST0N,  MASS,  Telephone,  Oxford  145 

•    Costumes  for  Masquerades,  Old  Folks'  Concerts,  Private  Theatricals,  Tableaux,  Etc. 

The  Mansion  House  7.  ?^Z^>y 

Open  tb«  Year  Roun«J  Ei?la.rge«I         /H*wly  Furr)isJ?e<I. 

TERMS,  £13.50  to  S17.50  a  Week.  S3.00  to  $3.00  Per  Day. 

H.  F.  CHASE, 

pipe  Wletio  Qoods  BK~LB.\.p,ms 

Photo  Supplies.         ...P.  O.  BLOCK,  ANDOVER. 

PACH  BROS.,  ~~ 

College  photographers 

Branch  of  J 024  Chapel  Street, 

No.  935  Broadway,  N.  Y.  New  Haven,  Conn. 
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\X/  r.  BPODIL... 

oiLot 


4*  Formerly  with  Matthew  Rock  of  New  York  City,  and  Head 

^  Cutter  for  the  past  12  years  with  F.  L.  Dunne  of  Boston. 

HAS  OPENED  CHAMBERS  AT 

363  Washington  Street,  Boston. 

(ffe*r  BrorrjfieN  5treet.) 

Spring  anfc>  Summer  Stales  Hll  Hn—  Your  inspection  cor- 
dially invited.  Specialty  made  of  Suits  for  Riding, 
Shooting'  and  Golf.  Personal  attention  given  to  every 
order.    Satisfaction  guaranteed. 


W.  r.  BRODIL, 


363  Washington  Street, 
BOSTON. 


-ODD  THINGS  " 

If  you  want  something  different  in 
College  Emblems,  Class  Pins, 
Badges,  Flags,  Stationery, 
write  or  call  at  387  Washington 
St.,  Boston. 
Special  Andover  Seal  Pins. 
Represented  by 
MR.  EBEN  F.  CHASE, 


BENT  &  BUSH. 

Telephone  Boston  472. 
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The  Burgess  Fur  &  Hat  Co., 

749-751  Chapel  Street, 
New  Haven,  Conn. 

Hatters  and  Furriers 

TRUNKS,  DRESS  SUIT  CASES,  UMBRELLAS,  ETC. 

ear  JgouncZ  Celtics 

Not  only  in  Young  Men's  Elegant  Made-up  Clothing,  but  in 
all  articles  appertaining  to  a  Complete  Outfit,  viz  :  HATS, 
FOOTWEAR,  UNDERWEAR,  LINEN,  NECKWEAR, 
HOSIERY,  CANES,  UMBRELLAS,  TRAVELING 
BAGS,  MACKINTOSHES  and  GLOVES. 

A.  SHUN/IN  &r  CO., 

L,e*4ln%  f\&wuf&ctuF<$2"$        Outfitters  °w  Wcw  ISijgiaurH? 
SHUriAN  CORNER,       -----  BOSTON. 

"  I  hear  they  are  using  automobiles  for  hearses  now  !" 
"  Yes,  people  are  just  dying  to  ride  in  them." 

—  Harvard  Lampoon. 


CATER  TO  THE  FINEST.  TRADE 
IN  THE  CITY. 


HAUFF  BROS. 

]ftne  (Sanfctes,  flee  Cream  ant>  So&a  Xffilater 

HUYLER'S  CONFECTIONS 
Cor.  Church  and  Chapel,       ♦       ♦      ♦        NEW  HAVEN 

T.  E.  flOSELEY  &  CO., 

145  TREMONT  ST.,  BETWEEN 
TEMPLE  PLACE  &  WEST  ST., 

BOSTON. 

■ST-  JSoots  &  Sboes  f "2? 

RSKSONHBLe  PRIGGS  FROM  $3.50  TO  $7.50. 

10   P.  C.    DISCOUNT   TO    RNDOJiER  STUDENTS. 
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The  Graham  Shoes 

$5.00,  $6.00,  $7.00 

Our  spring  line  of  Young  Men's  Shoes  are  Up-to- 
Date.    Our  line  consists  of 

Calf  Enamel,  Patent  and  Russet, 

Leathers  in  Hals  and  Oxfords. 

We  will  be  represented  every  few  weeks 
at  your  College  by  Mr.  Harry  L.  Man- 
ning, formerly  with  Newman  


GRAHAM  SHOE  CO., 

280  WASHINGTON  STREET, 
Opposite  Post  Office* 

"  My  two  boys  were  kicking  about  the  presents  I  gave  them 
all  Christmas  morning." 

"  What  did  you  give  them  ?" 

"  Foot-balls." — Harvard  Lampoon. 


M.  KEEZER,  Hi^hest  Cash  Prices  Paid 

n    4       I  for  Cast-Off  Clothes. 

5 J  Boylston  Street.  ,       _  ,      „  . ,  „ 

(               (  Leave  orders  at  Chap  s  or  Bemis'.    In  An- 

JamaiCa,  Plain*  dover  every  Monday,  Wednesday  and  Friday. 


T.  F.  KERNON,  PROPRIETOR 


Ursser.  Ifoouse  & 


AMERICAN  AND 
EUROPEAN  PLAN. 


445  ESSEX  ST.,  LAWRENCE,  HASS. 


HENRY  C.  KING  CO.,  ^  whol.esale  and  R;ta"  Deale.ri? 

so  Broadway  Groceries  and  Provisions. 

106  SO.  BROADWAY,  ^  COAL  AND  PREPARED  WOOD. 

Telephone  33-2.  SO.  LAWRENCE.  piaJn  and  Fancy  Bakers.    Hay,  Straw  and  Grain. 
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Reserved  for 

SAnUEL  H.  KIRBY  &  SON, 

CHAPEL  STREET, 

New  Haven,  Conn. 

For  Sale    To  Rent 


*  Stance  * 


Uiolins,  Banjos,  Guitars,  Strings,  €tc. 

rvypi\     o      r*{~\  337   ESSEX  STREET, 

\J  I  LK    C<    W.,  LAWRENCE. 


f  Boston  and  Maine  Railroad  f 

^  The  Greatest  Railroad  System  of  New  England.  ^ 

^        LOWEST   RATES  TO  ALL  POINTS  i| 

1  West,  NortWt  ©  Soat-6weSt  { 

tJ£  Fast  Trains  With  Through  Sleeping  Cars  Between  ifc 

#  BOSTON  # 

and  Montreal,  Ottawa,  Coronto   x 

 Chicago,  $t  Paul  and  Minneapolis 

4$F         Only  One  Change  of  Cars  to  the  PACIFIC  COAST. 

D.  J.  FLANDERS,  ^ 


General  Passenger  and  Ticket  Agent. 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


VII 


/fer  Father — "  No,  young  man ;  my  daughter  can  never  be 
yours."  Her  Adorer — "  I  beg  pardon  ;  I  don't  want  her  to  be  my 
daughter — I  want  her  to  be  my  wife." — Harlem  Life. 


S.  W.  HURLBURT 

J  074  Chapel  Street,  New  Haven,  Conn. 
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Celebrated 

Latest  Designs  and  Colors 
of  the  Season. 

^      Collins  £ 

Fairbanks  Co., 

« 

...BOSTON 

<?orre<;t  Dressip^.... 


We  invite  all  gentlemen  who  appreciate  the 
highest  class  of  tailoring,  and  are  willing  to 
pay  a  trifle  more  than  is  charged  for  ordinary 
work.        .  ....... 


f 


rank  D.  Somers, 

merchant  tailor.^ 

No.  5  PARK  ST.,    -  BOSTON 


Instructor  in  Mathematics 
1887-1900. 


Appointed 
Principal  of  University  School 
Cleveland,  Ohio,  1900. 


►THE, 


•*  Phillips  Jtodover  mirror  «- 


T  the  end  of  the  present  school  year,  our  popular  and 


efficient  registrar  and  instructor,  Mr.  Pettee,  leaves 
us  to  take  up  work  in  a  broader  field.  That  we  are  sorry  to 
lose  him  he  must  realize  from  previous  demonstrations,  and 
moreover,  it  is  impossible  on  the  printed  page  to  pay  the 
tribute  due  him  for  his  faithful  labors  here.  It  is  equally 
impossible  to  thank  him  in  this  manner  as  we  would  like  to, 
for  his  unselfish  interest  in  our  school  life  ;  but  we  hope  that 
it  will  serve  to  show  our  appreciation  in  some  degree,  if  we 
may  present  to  this  month's  readers  a  short  review  of  his 
connection  with  the  Academy.  We  are  certain  that  this  ac- 
count will  be  acceptable  to  all  of  the  school,  everyone  of 
whom  must  feel  more  or  less  personal  interest  in  one  who 
has  so  long  been  identified  with  Andover. 

Mr.  Pettee  was  born  in  Sharon,  Massachusetts  in  1864, 
and  after  the  usual  preliminary  training,  entered  the  Acad- 
emy in  1 88 1.  From  the  beginning  he  took  an  active  in- 
terest in  the  school  life,  aud  held  excellent  rank  in  both 
studies  and  athletics.  He  was  a  member  of  Philo,  was  one 
of  the  track  team,  and  was  on  the  lacrosse  team,  lacrosse 
then  being  a  popular  game.  He  continued  in  the  school  for 
three  years,  graduating  in  1883.  He  went  with  the  And- 
over contingent  to  Yale,  where  he  followed  the  same  "all- 
around  "  student  life  as  before.    As  captain  of  the  'Varsity 
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3une,  1900 
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lacrosse  team  for  two  years,  and  as  a  track  athlete  he  took 
a  prominent  place  in  these  departments  of  college  life.  He 
held  distinction  in  scholarship,  also,  winning  many  honors 
and  having  unusual  success  as  a  tutor.  By  this  means  he 
voluntarily  paid  his  own  expenses,  showing  an  independence 
which  we  must  believe  is  typical.  He  graduated  from  col- 
lege in  1887,  with  high  honors,  especially  in  mathematics. 

His  fondness  for  mathematics  induced  him  to  accept 
the  position  of  instructor  here  in  that  subject,  so  that  he  has 
been  with  us  continuously,  excepting  vacations,  for  thirteen 
years.  The  Phillips  Andover  to  which  Mr.  Pettee  returned 
was  then  just  commencing  the  present  fame  in  athletics, 
and  it  is  due  largely  to  his  untiring  efforts  that  we  now  hold 
such  proud  positions  along  these  lines.  The  athletic  equip- 
ment was  very  poor,  as  we  lacked  the  track,  track  house  and 
even  a  level  campus.  Racing  was  done  on  the  walks  in  the 
Seminary  grounds,  and  the  campus  much  resembled  the 
present  "  Theologue  "  campus,  while  bleachers  were  unpro- 
vided. Mr.  Pettee  had  become  the  athletic  director,  and 
through  his  unselfish  expenditures  of  time  and  energy,  all  of 
these  parts  of  our  equipment  were  added.  A  great  deal  of 
gratitude  was  due  him,  and  we  of  later  years,  must  feel  in- 
debted to  him  for  this.  That  some  appreciation  might  be 
shown  he  was  presented  with  a  gold  watch  as  a  token  from 
the  undergraduates. 

It  may  add  interest  to  this  story,  if  we  remember  that 
only  the  chemical  laboratory-wing  of  the  Science  Building 
was  completed  when  he  became  teacher,  and  the  old  brick 
academy  was  then  used  as  a  gymnasium.  The  faculty  num- 
bered but  twelve  and  the  school  attendance  was  two  hun- 
dred and  fifty,  facts  which  will  help  us  perceive  what 
changes  Mr.  Pettee  has  seen  here  since  he  first  came  here 
as  student  and  then  teacher. 

In  1892  his  duties  were  increased  by  his  promotion  to 
the  registrarship,  a  position  he  has  held  with  conspicuous 
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credit.  The  whole  existing  system  of  record-keeping  was 
originated  and  inaugurated  by  him,  and  much  gratitude  is 
due  him  for  the  fairness  and  efficiency  of  it.  In  his  admin- 
istration of  his  duties  he  has  won  just  popularity  from  the 
whole  student  body,  and  here  especially  do  we  feel  that  his 
place  will  be  hard  to  fill. 

Mr.  Pettee  went  abroad  in  1897,  where  he  studied  in 
Oxford  and  France,  being  especially  interested  in  economics. 
In  the  latter  half  of  his  year  of  vacation  he  studied  this  sub- 
ject and  others  under  Prof.  Farnum  of  Yale.  He  had  pre- 
viously received  the  degree  of  M.  A.  from  his  "  alma  mater." 

The  position  which  Mr.  Pettee  accepts  is  the  principal- 
ship  of  one  of  the  best  of  the  younger  schools  of  the  Middle 
West.  The  University  school  is  located  near  Cleveland, 
Ohio,  and  was  founded  ten  years  ago.  The  faculty  numbers 
twenty-five,  with  as  many  assistants.  The  pupils  are  from 
ten  to  eighteen  years  of  age,  and  pursue  courses  which 
embrace  manual  training  and  kindred  subjects.  Consider- 
able wealth  is  invested  in  the  school,  the  total  value  of 
present  equipment  being  about  $225,000.  Hence  it  will  be 
seen  that  the  principalship  is  a  most  important  position. 

In  spite  of  our  realization  that  the  change  will  bring 
promotion  to  Mr.  Pettee,  we  cannot  but  regret  that  he 
leaves  us.  As  an  active  alumnus  his  connection  will  always 
be  close,  we  feel  certain.  The  best  wishes  of  the  entire 
school  and  of  hundreds  of  friends  will  follow  him  to  his  new 
home,  and  we  congratulate  the  University  school  upon  secur- 
ing such  a  man  as  principal.  "  May  he  live  long  and  prosper!" 


BcbUles  ©ver  tbe  Grencb. 

BY  EMERSON   WOODS  BAKER. 

Light-footecl  Iris,  speaking  thus,  passed  on, 
And  left  Zeus-loved  Achilles  there  : 
Then  ere  he  moved,  upon  his  mighty  frame 
Pallas,  divine,  her  fringed  aegis  flung, 
And  wreathed  a  golden  cloud  around  his  brow, 
Which  lighted  him  with  fiery,  shining  flame  ; 
As  when  from  distant  isle  girt  'round  with  foes 
The  smoke  in  mighty  splendor  goes  to  heaven, 
And  long  as  day  remains  the  men  within 
Fight  from  their  city  in  most  grievous  strife  ; 
But  when,  at  length,  the  blazing  sun  descends, 
Fires  strongly  blaze  and  send  their  glare  on  high, 
That  all  the  dwellers-round  may  see  their  plight, 
And  sail  to  help  them  in  unhappy  war  : 
So  from  his  head  the  splendor  rose  on  high. 
He  moved  from  wall  to  wall,  but  aided  not 
His  comrades  in  the  mighty,  endless  moil, 
(For  thus  he  honored  gentle  Iris'  word 
Who  had  forbade  him  fight  ere  her  return) 
There  as  he  stood,  ov'rcome  with  martial  fire 
His  shout  resounded  'bove  the  battle  cry, 
And  Pallas  answering  far  away  cried  out. 
At  which  the  foes  astounded  turned  in  flight, 
For  like  the  clarion  voice  of  brazen  horn, 
With  which  beleaguers  terrify  beleaguered, 
Rang  out  the  cry  of  great  Aeakides, 
And  filled  the  hearts  of  Trojans,  as  they  stood, 
With  grief,  with  fear,  for  'selves  and  distant  Troy, 
Knowing  full  well  their  conquering  line  must  turn. 
So  back-ward  turned  the  chariots  drawn  by  full-maned 
steeds, 
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Backward,  ever  backward,  drove  the  'stounded  chariot- 
eers, 

Overcome  and  sheer  astonished  at  the  dread  untiring 
fire 

Which  burned  about  Peleion's  mighty  head  ; 
Nor  ever  tired,  nor  ever  grew  more  dim, 
Since  bright-eyed  Pallas  kept  it  ever  bright. 
Three  times  he  shouted  from  his  height  of  wall, 
Three  times  the  Dardans  reeled  and  sought  retreat, 
And  there  upon  the  field  their  bravest  fell, 
Struck  down  by  countless  hostile  spears. 

Iliad,  18,  202. 


Hmertcan  Sentimentality 

(First  Means  Prize.) 
by  w.  J.  COLBY. 

It  is  something  to  be  thankful  for,  that  sentiment  is  not 
sentimentality.  Sentiment  may.  be  good  or  bad,  but  it  has 
the  virtue  of  sincerity,  while  sentimentality  must  always  be 
superficial.  And  yet,  just  as  British  doggedness  and  French 
hot-headedness  are  spoken  of,  so  is  American  sentimentality. 
Justly  or  unjustly  —  it  is  a  national  epithet. 

American  sentimentality  is  the  outward  expression  of 
emotion.  The  genuineness  of  the  emotion  and  its  effects 
are  points  to  be  considered.  Recent  illustrations  of  this 
American  product,  fresh  in  the  minds  of  all,  are  abundant 
and  serve  as  grounds  for  censure  or  for  praise. 

Lieutenant  Hobson  volunteered  his  life  for  what  bid 
fair  to  be  a  great  service  to  his  country.  We  read  of  his 
valorous  deed  ;  his  steaming  slowly  up  to  the  mouth  of  death, 
as  the  passage  under  the  guns  of  Morro  Castle  must  have 
seemed,  of  his  guiding  the  Merrimac  through  the  winding, 
narrow  passage,  under  a  terrific  storm  of  shot  and  shell, 
even  in  the  moments  of  utmost  peril,  doing  the  things  that 
had  to  be  done,  and  we  know  that  Hobson  was  every  inch  a 
hero.  Public  opinion  rose  to  a  tremendous  pitch  of  excite- 
ment. It  was  our  first  war  for  years,  and  the  deed  burst 
with  an  unwonted  lustre  upon  the  dormant  martial  love  of  a 
people  who,  by  their  bravery,  had  won  their  country. 

Hobson  came  home  —  lavished  with  honors,  the  pride  of 
the  nation.  Then  came  the  bitter  part,  and  all  his  glory 
dimmed  by  a  sickly  sentimentality.  Women  with  impulses 
stronger  than  their  hearts  kissed  him.  The  fad  spread  ;  the 
yellow  journals  made  staring  headlines  of  it,  and  the  hero  of 
the  hour  was  made  a  fool  of  and  became  the  butt  of  silly 
jokes.    Here  was  witnessed  American  sentimentality.  One 
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moment,  honor  too  great :  the  next,  no  sneers  too  intense. 

The  miserable  controversy  over  the  respective  merits 
of  Sampson  and  Schley  can  be  attributed  primarily  to  Ameri- 
can sentimentality.  Instead  of  a  deep,  heartfelt  gratitude  to 
both  men,  which  they  both  deserved,  the  Press,  voicing  the 
whims  of  that  public  whose  affections  are  extreme  and 
seldom  lasting,  praised  to  the  skies  each  at  the  cost  of  the 
other,  dimming  the  honor  of  both  and  marring  the  glory  of 
victory. 

But  later  came  the  climax  of  this  folly.  This  time  it 
concerned  a  greater  than  Hobson,  Schley  or  Sampson  —  the 
hero  of  Manila  Bay. 

Winner  of  the  highest  naval  honors,  holding  a  whole 
people's  love  and  gratitude,  this  was  glory  enough  for  any 
man  ;  but  the  heart  of  the  nation  was  moved,  and  magnificent 
preparations  were  made  to  receive  him.  The  streets  of  New 
York  were  gardens  of  beauty,  and  gigantic  displays  on  land 
and  sea  marked  his  victorious  return.  His  reception  was  a 
brilliant  success,  and  he  the  bright  particular  figure.  A  few 
months  passed  and  Admiral  Dewey,  the  perfect  —  the  idol 
of  so  many  hearts  —  reaped  the  reward  of  American  senti- 
mentality. In  a  private  matter  he  offended  the  ideas  of 
some  ;  censure  followed  ;  the  halo  around  him  greatly  faded 
and  he  became  human.  And  those  who  had  shouted  his 
praise  the  loudest  were  the  first  who  tried  to  tear  him  from 
the  shrine  of  American  hearts. 

Far  better  if  all  these  men  had  been  worshiped  less  by 
an  outward  zeal  and  more  by  a  lasting  honor. 

Events  have  proved  the  shallowness  of  the  great  gust 
of  approval  that  runs  to  meet  the  victor  and  lays  all  at  his 
feet,  and  then  shatters  the  worth  of  its  praise  by  its  tran- 
sientness  and  the  after  words  of  reproach. 

History  records  its  dismal  effect.  How  it  weakens  the 
character  of  the  nation  in  the  eyes  of  the  world  !  How  it 
lessons  the  value  of  praise  !     How  it  brings  laughter  and 
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scorn  and  contempt  upon  men  who  deserve  better  treatment  ! 

What  has  been  said  of  the  great  national  heroes  may  be 
applied  with  equal  truth  to  men  of  less  renoun.  The  states- 
man and  the  politician,  everyone  who  does  a  deserving  act 
lays  himself  open,  first  to  baubles  of  applause,  and  later  to 
public  abuse. 

American  sentimentality,  in  its  minor  features,  as  it 
shows  itself  in  the  countless  fads  of  the  day,  affording  in- 
terest and  pleasure  to  many,  can  hardly  be  condemned. 

Spontaneity  is  its  one  redeeming  feature.  It  bursts 
forth  as  "  rain  from  the  clouds  of  summer,"  and  doubtless 
takes  from  our  natures  much  of  that  stiffness  and  unrespon- 
siveness which  clings  to  some  of  our  brothers  across  the  sea. 

It  is  called  American,  but  it  is  the  minority  who  reveal 
it  in  its  larger  and  more  hurtful  sense.  For  its  worst  feat- 
ures the  press  is  responsible  ;  clutching  every  item  of  gossip, 
it  magnifies  and  colors  often  the  pure  sentiment  of  others 
and  turns  it  into  cheap  sentimentality.  But  the  great  body 
of  the  nation  thinks  and  feels  deeply,  and  above  all  is  stead- 
fast. 


Birbe  anb  Birb  Stub?* 

{Second  Means  Prize.) 

BY  J.  S.  SEABURY. 

is  the  sentiment  of  John  Burroughs  that  nothing  makes 

one  feel  more  at  home  in  a  strange  place  than  do  the 
birds.  You  travel  alone  to  a  distant  land  ;  your  surroundings 
are  strange  and  foreign ;  you  meet  an  old  school  friend.  To- 
gether you  visit  the  grand  cathedrals.  In  his  companion- 
ship all  the  unfamiliar  sights  become  welcome  and  habitual. 
Every  object  puts  on  a  new  meaning  and  a  fresh  beauty. 

So  you  enter  the  cathedral  of  nature, — the  vast  sanct- 
uary of  the  forests.  How  the  birds  welcome  you  on  all 
sides  !  They  entice  you  into  every  nook  and  corner  of  their 
domain.    They  bid  you 

"  Survey  our  empire,  and  behold  our  home  ! 
These  are  our  realms,  no  limit  to  their  sway, — 
Our  song,  the  sceptre,  all  who  meet  obey." 

The  fascination  of  the  bird  is  in  it's  voice.  The  songs 
of  birds  inspire  the  poetic  pen.  Wordsworth,  Shelley, 
Milton,  Keats,  poets  of  nature,  sing  to  the  skylark,  the  night- 
ingale, the  cuckoo,  and  the  bobolink.  At  early  dawn,  when 
the  summer  sun  has  scarcely  announced  its  appearance  over 
the  sombre  hills,  and  the  fresh,  invigorating  morning  air  is 
in  itself  enough  to  lift  one  from  earth,  the  chorus  of  the 
birds,  "  the  anthem  of  the  morn,"  bursts  upon  the  ear. 
Upon  every  hand  is  heard  the  tuneful  volume  of  rhythmic 
voices.  At  times  it  comes  in  such  choral  torrents,  that  it 
seems  almost  as  though  a  host  of  heavenly  minstrels  were 
let  loose.  Yet  the  effect  is  perfect  harmony,  entrancing  to 
the  ear.    As  I  muse,  I  sing  to  the  song  thrush 

Happy,  blithesome  comer, 
Messenger  of  spring, 
Through  the  woods,  I  often  wander 
Just  to  hear  thee  sing. 
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When  weary  work  is  over 
And  toils  of  day  are  done, 
I  listen,  and  to  me  it  seems 
That  joy  has  just  begun. 

In  their  deep  recesses  the  Maine  forests  ring  with  the 
rich  harmony  of  the  rare  northern  songsters.  The  hard- 
ened hunter  stands  and  gazes  dreamily  into  the  camp-fire, 
as  the  first  grey  streaks  of  dawn  appear  in  the  eastern  sky. 
The  wilderness  is  silent.  Suddenly,  as  the  grey  turns  to 
pale  crimson,  the  quietude  of  the  woods  is  broken  by  a  rapid 
gush  of  melody.  The  overture  of  the  winter  wren  !  Even 
the  old  woodsman  himself  is  moved.  He  turns,  and  in  his 
rough  way  asks  the  name  of  the  performer. 

As  a  rule,  the  most  gifted  of  our  singers  are  dressed  in 
the  simplest  and  least  conspicuous  attire,  while  the  gaudiest 
compose  the  feeblest  musicians.  Thus  the  law  of  compensa- 
tion reigns  among  the  birds.  The  thrushes,  the  winter 
wren  and  the  mocking  bird  head  the  troop  of  minstrels,  yet 
see  how  simple  is  their  uniform.  In  the  rear  of  the  pro- 
cession come  the  flashing  warblers,  the  goldfinch  and  the 
blue  jay  with  his  unmusical  notes.  Nature  has  produced  a 
Jenny  Lind  in  the  skylark  and  a  Melba  in  the  purple  finch. 

Nearly  all  human  traits  are  reproduced  in  birds.  You 
approach  the  nest  of  the  oven-bird,  and  the  mother  exhibits, 
in  quick  succession,  love,  hate,  anger,  courage,  fear  and 
deceit.  She  is  as  plucky  as  a  Spartan,  as  adroit  as  a  Boer, 
and  as  slippery  as  a  Philippino.  The  yellow-breasted  chat 
shows  wit  and  vanity  and  is  often  called  eccentric.  The 
Canada  Jay  is  bold  and  audacious,  the  thrushes  are  timid. 
The  catbird  is  curious.  All  migrating  birds  are  endowed 
with  the  power  of  calculation.  The  ornithologist  can  pre: 
diet  almost  to  a  day  the  time  when  a  certain  bird  will  arrive 
in  Andover  from  Central  America.  With  equal  certainty 
we  can  foretell  the  day  of  its  departure. 
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Hawks  and  crows  will  never  mistake  you  for  a  stump  in 
the  fields,  while  small  birds,  especially  warblers  and  wood- 
peckers, are  scarcely  ever  aware  of  your  presence,  provided 
you  are  motionless.  These  birds  have  been  known  to  alight 
on  the  body  of  the  observer. 

There  is  a  touch  of  wildness  in  the  pursuit  of  bird 
study  ;  a  contact  with  active,  vigorous  life  ;  an  inspiration 
from  that  life — strong,  uplifting,  lasting.  The  mighty  eagle 
as  he  soars  through  the  heavens  suggests  the  majestic  side 
of  nature  ;  the  hawk  watching  for  his  prey  in  the  fields,  its 
ferocious  side  ;  the  solitary  loon  as  he  fills  the  forests  around 
the  northern  lakes  with  his  weird  screaming,  suggests  the 
loneliness,  the  wildness  of  nature  ;  and  the  hermit  thrush 
pouring  forth  his  evening  hymn,  nature's  melody  and  sweet- 
ness. 

There  is  a  sadness  as  the  summer  days  begin  to  fade 
away,  and  the  great  troop  of  the  feathered  tribe  begins  its 
southern  flight.  The  season  of  song  is  over.  Nature  has 
been  sweet  and  melodious,  but  now  she  is  becoming  bare 
and  deserted.  Slowly  and  silently  the  birds  vanish,  until 
the  faithful  little  song  sparrow  is  left ;  and  on  a  glorious  aut- 
umnal evening,  as  you  stand  and  listen  to  his  simple  strain 
you  remember  how  in  the  early  spring  he  sang  his  same  little 
hymn  of  rejoicing  "over  the  departure  of  winter,"  and  the 
lonely  hawk  as  he  sails  away  out  of  sight  through  the  blue 
azure  of  the  autumn  sky,  tells  of  the  silent  departure  of  the 
birds  and  is  a  sweet  symbol  of  the  dying,  season. 


Zbc  future  of  tbe  Slavonic  IRace, 

{Third  Means  Prize) 

BY  FRED  LEWIS  COLLINS 

To  the  student  of  history  the  evolution  of  the  ages  un- 
folds itself  like  the  succeeding  acts  of  a  great  drama,  the 
drama  of  existence,  in  which  first  one  noble  actor  and  then 
another  is  called  upon  to  assume  the  leading  role.  These 
actors,  whose  interpretations  of  the  lines  assigned  to  them 
have  been  the  forces  that  have  moulded  history,  are  four  of 
the  great  families  of  the  Caucasian  race.  Beginning  with 
the  infancy  of  historic  man,  in  succession  pass  Hamitic 
Egyptians,  Semitic  Phoenicians,  Aryan  Greeks  and  Romans, 
and  today  Teutonic  Anglo-Saxons.  There  remains  but  one 
great  branch  of  the  Caucasians.  Is  it  fated  that  the  cycle 
shall  be  completed,  and  that,  with  the  coming  of  the  new 
century  we  shall  see  the  first  dawing  of  the  Slavonic  era  ? 
Historians,  not  prophets,  will  record  the  answer. 

The  situation  in  Europe  today  presents  one  of  the 
greatest  sociological  problems  of  all  time.  Nations  have 
warred  with  nations,  states  with  states,  coalitions  with 
coalitions  ;  but  now  we  see  arrayed  on  the  political  battle- 
field of  modern  Europe,  their  forces  marshalled  for  the  im- 
pending fray,  two  great  human  families.  For  centuries 
one  has  shaped  the  destiny  of  man.  Western  Europe 
has  explored  and  civilized  the  old  world  ;  has  discoved  and 
colonized  the  new.  But  meanwhile  a  mighty  race  has  risen 
in  Eastern  Europe  ;  has  spread  over  much  of  Asia  ;  and  now, 
from  the  watch  towers  of  its  northern  fortress,  gazes  with 
longing  eyes  on  the  wealth  and  power  of  the  Teutonic  lands. 
Its  cravings  are  no  longer  satisfied  with  barren  wastes  and 
Arctic  ice-fields.  It  has  prisons  enough,  lands  of  exile 
enough.  It  chafes  within  its  broad  confines.  This  monster, 
large  beyond  all  conception,  this  unwieldy  but  powerful  mass, 
this  so-called  threat  to  Europe,  is  Slavonic  Russia. 
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The  Russian  diplomat  sees  for  his  government  an  em- 
pire bounded  only  by  the  waters  of  the  sea.  The  Russian 
peasant  sees  for  his  race  a  lofty  mission  to  fulfill,  a  mission 
which  he  believes  has  come  to  him  from  the  Most  High, — 
the  Christianizing  of  the  world.  The  key-note  of  Russia's 
policy,  the  most  inspiring  word,  in  the  language  of  Russian 
diplomacy  and  Russian  patriotism,  is  Pan-Slavism.  This 
doctrine  undertakes  the  unification  of  the  Czechs,  Poles,  Ru- 
thenians,  and  Croatians,  who  constitute  a  Slavic  majority  in 
Austria  ;  it  seeks  to  bury  Bulgarian  nationality  in  a  Russian 
union  ;  in  its  fulfillment  it  means  the  extension  of  Muscovite 
dominion  to  Constantinople,  an  empire  on  the  sea,  and  the 
establishment  of  the  government  at  St.  Petersburg  as  the 
dominating  power  of  two  continents.  Then  might  England 
look  to  her  eastern  empire,  and  Germany  to  the  defenses  of 
Berlin.    This  is  the  dream  of  the  Russian  diplomat. 

Surely  a  government  attempting  the  conciliation  of 
opposing  factions,  the  welding  together  of  widely  separated 
peoples,  the  sinking  of  nationalism  in  racial  harmony,  must 
be  lavish  in  its  inducements,  inviting  in  its  proposals,  lenient 
in  its  measures.  But  Russia  offers  to  her  Slavonic  brethren, 
in  return  for  their  allegiance,  nothing  but  that  same  state  of 
subjection  which  prevails  among  her  own  people  today,  a 
state  devoid  of  individuality,  a  life  buried  in  ignorance  and 
religious  intolerance.  Let  the  Muscovite  politician  beware  ! 
For  here  lies  the  weakness  in  Russia's  policy.  But  even 
with  the  assistance  of  united  Eastern  Europe,  would  Russian 
sovereignty  be  assured  ?  The  same  forces  that  arrested 
Napoleon's  progress  at  Waterloo  would  oppose  Nicholas  at 
Constantinople.  And  added  to  the  forces  of  Teutonic 
England  and  Teutonic  Germany  would  be  the  newly  acquired 
military  and  naval  prestige  of  Teutonic  America.  Could  a 
people,  controlled  by  a  despot  and  composed  of  ignorant  and 
degraded  masses,  overcome  such  resistance  or  discharge  the 
tremendous  responsibilities  which  such  a  victory  would  incur? 


212 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


Princes  and  potentates  may  subdue  a  realm,  peasants  may 
cultivate  the  soil,  but  an  intelligent,  thoughtful  middle  class 
gives  to  a  nation  stability  and  power.  This  class  Russia,  as 
it  is  now  governed,  lacks  and  never  can  attain.  So  long  as 
Russia  pursues  the  policy  of  intolerance  in  religion,  of  re- 
striction in  education,  of  despotism  in  government,  so  long 
her  true  greatness  can  never  be  realized. 

Almost  in  another  world  from  that  of  the  despot  and 
his  councillors  the  Slavonic  peasant  lives  to  ponder  upon  his 
mission.  In  him  are  personified  the  evil  effects  of  despo- 
tism. Yet,  after  years  of  degradation,  we  can  still  recognize 
in  the  downtrodden  moujik  qualities  that  destine  him  for 
great  things.  He  has  a  kindliness  that  shines  through  op- 
pression, an  unexampled  loyalty,  the  deepest  religious  con- 
victions, and  he  has  proved  himself  among  the  grandest 
fighting  men  the  world  has  ever  seen.  It  cannot  be  intended 
that  such  qualities  as  these  should  be  forever  hidden  under  a 
cloud  of  ignorance  and  despotism.  Can  we  not  believe  that 
latent  in  this  oppressed  race  is  statesmanship  like  Peter's, 
patriotism  like  Kosciusko's,  genius  like  Tolstoi's  ?  Beyond 
all  this  the  Russian  peasant  believes  devoutly  in  his  power 
to  Christianize  mankind.  To  us  it  seems  inconsistent  with 
the  will  of  God  that  His  religion,  which  carries  freedom  and 
light  to  all  men,  should  be  spread  throughout  the  world  by 
a  government  which  holds  its  people  in  the  darkest  ignor- 
ance and  most  servile  subjection.  But  the  moujik' s  trust  in 
his  Emperor  is  implicit.  The  overthrow  of  the  Czar's  power 
would  mean  to  him  the  downfall  of  his  religion  and  the  re- 
moval of  all  his  influence  forever ;  for  the  Czar  is  the  head  of 
church  as  well  as  state,  so  deeply  founded  is  the  power  of 
the  Russian  throne.  Loyalty  to  the  existing  government 
has  brought  the  peasant  to  the  degraded  state  in  which  he 
now  lives.  The  same  trait  makes  improbable  any  reaction 
against  that  government,  and  forces  us  to  the  conclusion 
that  the  ultimate  sovereignity  of  the  Slavs  will  be  made  pos- 
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sible  only  by  the  broadmindedness  and  moral  courage  of 
their  rulers.  If,  at  the  risk  of  endangering  that  despotic 
power  which  he  now  wields  by  the  virtual  enslavement  of  his 
people,  he  dares  to  ask  from  the  Russian  peasant,  not  dumb 
obedience,  but  manly  co-operation,  His  Majesty,  Nicholas  II, 
holds  in  his  hands  the  future  of  the  world. 

There  comes  a  time  in  the  life  of  every  man,  of  every 
nation,  when  duty  calls,  and  all  depends  upon  the  answer. 
To  Russia  and  the  Russian  Czar  that  time  has  now  come. 


THE  FIRST  MOOSE. 

(An  Indian  Legend^) 

For  many  miles  around  Mount  Katahdin  extend  forests  of 
virgin  pines  —  forests  which  have  yet  to  echo  the  sound  of  the 
axe.  Few  hunters  ever  penetrate  to  the  recesses  of  these  wilds, 
and,  owing  to  the  lack  of  streams  large  enough  to  float  logs,  it 
may  yet  be  many  years  before  the  lumberman  begins  to  destroy 
this  trackless  and  inaccessible  wilderness.  Here,  in  the  shade  of 
the  mountain,  gather  every  spring  great  tribes  of  moose  —  old, 
war-scarred  veterans,  rejoicing  in  antlers  of  a  six-foot  span,  cows, 
young  and  old,  a  few  calves,  and  numerous  yearling  and  two-year 
bulls  —  the  bulls  to  fight  with  each  other  for  joy  of  fighting,  the 
cows  as  prizes  for  the  victors.  To  these  annual  "parks,"  as  they 
are  called,  comes  every  year  old  Sebun,  the  great  moose,  white 
with  years,  thought  by  the  Indian  guides  to  hold  leadership 
over  all  the  antlers  in  Maine.  Sebun  I  have  never  myself  seen, 
but  I  once  had  a  guide  whose  grandfather  had  seen  and  told  of 
this  patriarch  among  moose. 

This  guide  of  mine  had  discarded  the  unpronounceable  name 
given  him  at  his  birth  for  the  more  simple  one  of  Tom  Dana  — 
"  Old  Tom."  A  paragon  among  guides,  he  was  remarkable  for 
nothing  else  save  a  fondness  for  yarn-spining,  and  an  inordinate 
love  of  strong  drink.  This  is  the  tale  he  told  me  on  the  shores  of 
Lake  Katahdin  of  Sebun's  remote  ancestor,  Big-moose-in-the- 
water,  whom  Manitou  sent  in  ages  past  to  stop  a  destroying  plague 
among  the  Cancomagomock  tribe  of  Indians.  Whether  it  is  a 
creation  of  Tom's  fertile  brain,  or  a  garbled  version  of  some  for- 
gotten legend,  I  know  not,  but  I  give  it  here  for  what  it  is  worth. 

"it  *lt  *^  ^fe  ^ 

Many  years  ago,  before  the  white  men  came  to  America,  the 
Cancomagomocks  held  power  over  what  is  now  called  Maine  and 
much  of  Canada.  The  rule  of  Kokad,  sachem  of  the  tribe,  was 
notable  for  complete  harmony  between  the  Cancomagomocks  and 
their  dependent  tribes.  (Tom,  probably  from  pride  of  his  own 
tribe,  made  the  Cancomagomocks  chief  tribe  of  the  Algonkins.) 
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Hunting  was  of  the  best,  the  rivers  teemed  with  fish,  and  the  war- 
parties  always  returned  rich  in  scalps  and  captives.  Prosperity, 
however,  proved  too  much  for  the  tribe,  and  they  neglected  the 
sacrifices  and  prayers  due  to  Manitou,  and  forsook  the  gods  of 
river  and  mountain.  Wherefore  the  gods  were  angry,  and  sent 
among  the  Indians  a  giant  beaver,  which  defied  all  incantations, 
and  killed  more  warriors  in  four  moons  than  had  previously  died 
in  a  decade.  Not  content  with  destroying  the  men,  this  beaver 
killed  the  game  in  the  forests,  and  the  rotting  bodies  bred  a 
disease  more  deathful  than  the  ravages  of  the  beaver.  When  the 
tribes  were  almost  decimated,  Kokad  summoned  a  council  of  the 
chiefs  and  medicine  men,  which  met  on  the  sacred  point  where 
Kineo  mountain  now  stands,  but  which  was  then  a  plain.  Here, 
with  vows  and  offerings  they  suceeded  in  pacifying  Manitou.  who 
sent  from  the  happy  hunting  grounds  a  mighty  animal,  in  form 
somewhat  like  a  deer,  but  with  antlers  such  as  no  deer  has  ever 
worn  —  solid,  and  with  sharp  prongs  on  their  flat  surfaces.  Eefore 
this  there  had  been  no  moose,  so  the  animal  could  not  be  named. 
Ere  the  council  at  Kineo  broke  up,  the  crashing  of  his  passage 
through  the  forest  as  he  sought  the  beaver  could  be  heard.  He 
found  him  at  his  work  of  destruction  in  the  foot  of  Moosehead 
Lake,  and  pursued  him  northward  to  the  council  point.  There 
Sebun,  the  first  moose,  caught  the  beaver.  They  fought  for  a 
whole  moon,  and  finally  Sebun  vanquished  his  foe,  but  at  the 
cost  of  his  own  life.  Sebun*s  head,  Manitou  changed  into  a  stone, 
the  like  of  which  the  Indians  had  never  seen,  and  placed  it  on  the 
council  point,  where  it  has  ever  since  remained.  From  his  body, 
the  god  made  many  moose,  and  from  a  white  spot  near  Sebun's 
shoulder,  a  white  one  whose  descendants  were  henceforth  to  rule 
the  moose  and  bear  Sebun's  name.  The  beaver  Manitou  changed 
into  Mount  Katahdin. 

####*#*#*-** 
"  Tom,"  I  asked,  when  he   had  finished,   "  who  did  you 
hear  this  yarn  from  ?  " 

But  Tom  was  already  asleep.  Gerald  Chittenden. 

AT  DAWN. 

"Time  to  get  up  if  you  want  to  get  any  deer  this  morning  \  " 
said  a  deep  voice  in  my  ear.    Half  awake.  I  looked  uncompre- 
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hendingly  at  the  speaker,  felt  insulted  at  his  grin,  and  went  to 
sleep  again.  A  cupful  of  cold  water  in  my  face,  however, 
thoroughly  aroused  me,  and  I  dressed  shivering,  while  Herman 
brewed  coffee  so  strong  I  had  to  chew  it. 

We  came  to  the  shore  of  Secret  Pond  between  daylight  and 
dawn.  To  the  left  of  the  boulder  on  the  beach  behind  which  I 
took  my  stand,  a  little  point,  clear  of  trees,  and  still  shrouded  in 
the  morning  mist,  jutted  into  the  calm  water  where  the  trout  were 
already  beginning  to  jump.  Soon  the  first  ray  of  the  rising  sun 
shot  through  the  pines,  and  awoke  a  reluctant  "  sweet- 
weather,"  who  sleepily  sang  his  little  song,  and  aroused 
himself  to  take  his  bath  and  hunt  the  early  worm.  Presently  the 
mist-dispersing  sun  mounted  above  the  trees,  and  awoke  the  birds, 
as  well  as  a  choleric  old  squirrel,  who  did  not  want  to  get  up  at 
all.  He  threw  pine  cones  at  me  and  swore  as  if  I  had  been  guilty 
of  disturbing  his  slumbers. 

A  rustle  in  the  coarse  grass  on  the  point,  attracted  my  at- 
tention, and  I  aimed  at  a  magnificent  buck.  I  did  not  fire,  how- 
ever, for  behind  him  came  his  mild-eyed  doe  and  two  spotted 
fawns.  It  would  have  taken  a  harder  heart  than  mine  to  shoot 
into  that  family.  When  the  four  had  drunk  their  fill,  the  buck 
retired  a  little  way  to  roll  and  snort  luxuriously  in  the  scratchy 
grass.  The  others  began  to  gambol  through  the  long  grass,  the 
doe  leading  with  long  bounds,  while  the  fawns  tried  to  imitate 
her.  Such  a  sight  as  that,  is,  I  think,  of  the  pleasantest 
vouchsafed  to  man.  One  cannot  but  feel  that  all  creatures  were 
meant  thus  to  play  forever,  and  that  animals  so  graceful  were 
never  meant  to  glad  the  stomach  of  the  epicure  and  the  hunter. 
It  awakens  doubts  of  man's  superiority  to  other  animals,  and  a 
longing  for  the  days  before  Fear  came  to  the  forest. 

The  dawn-wind  stirred  the  leaves  behind  me.  The  buck 
arose,  sniffed  the  air  for  a  moment,  then  with  frightened  snorts, 
started  with  long  bounds  for  the  woodland.  The  doe  followed, 
huddling  her  scared  fawns  before  her. 

"  Wal,  b'  G— d!"  ejaculated  Herman,  "  The  man  that'd  shoot 
them'd  shoot  his  own  mother;  then,  after  a  pause,  "  Let's  go  home, 
I'm  hungry." 

Gerald  Chittenden. 
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CONCERNING  THOSE  WHO  CRITICIZE  EASTERN  GIRLS. 

There  appeared  in  the  last  issue  of  the  Mirror  an  article 
very  disparaging  to  the  personal  charms  of  the  girls  of  the  East 
as  compared  to  those  of  "  The  Great  West."  This  was  founded 
upon  a  paper  written  by  a  certain  learned  Professor  Seaver,  who 
claimed  to  have  found,  by  "  exact  and  skillful  measurements  " 
that  Eastern  girls  are  "flatter  chested  and  flatter  headed  "  than 
the  ladies  of  the  wild  and  woolly  West.  He  certainly  flatters  the 
Western  girls. 

The  writer  went  on  to  say  that  while  "  the  Professor's  popu- 
larity with  the  feminine  element  of  the  East  would  die  a  quick 
death,"  (and  deservedly)  "the  Great  West  will  welcome  him  — 
etc."  He  would  better  follow  the  advice  of  the  late  lamented 
Horace  Greely,  "  Young  man,  go  West." 

The  whole  article  would  lead  one  to  expect  an  advertisement 
of  Warner's  Health  Corsets  immediately  after  it ;  it  is  followed, 
however,  only  by  the  name  of  the  author,  who  is  not  to  my 
knowledge  an  agent  for  them. 

C.  T.  R. 


^tutorials. 

As  the  school  year  draws  to  a  close,  we  can  look  back 
with  more  than  usual  pleasure  on  the  successful  termination 
of  the  baseball  season  which  is  but  a  specimen  of  the  great 
success  of  the  whole  year.  To  the  Senior,  and  especially  to 
one  who  has  been  here  for  three  or  four  years,  who  has  wit- 
nessed both  defeats  and  victories,  has  shared  in  celebrations 
and  disappointments,  the  thought  of  the  general  prosperity  of 
the  school,  when  headed  by  nineteen  hundred,  will  ever  be  a 
source  of  satisfaction. 

Not  only  in  athletics,  but  in  every  other  line,  advances 
have  been  made  towards  that  ideal  which  we  picture  for  old 
Andover  in  the  years  to  come.  From  a  financial  point  of 
view  nothing  more  could  be  asked.  Football,  although 
without  a  home  game  with  Exeter,  came  out  some  dollars  to 
the  good.  Base-ball,  with  its  Exeter  game,  will  have  a  good 
surplus,  and  Track  too  will  have  a  very  considerable  sum. 
From  both  together  it  is  expected  that  enough  money  will  be 
secured  to  pay  all  back  debts,  so  that  in  the  fall  the  Athletic 
association  will  start  out  free  from  all  incumberances  and 
with  an  Exeter  game  at  home. 

The  new  Gymnasium  is  assured  and,  with  its  erection 
the  interest  in  Track  will  receive  a  boom,  for  it  is  on  account 
of  our  handicap  in  that  respect  that  more  has  not  been 
accomplished  heretofore.  The  new  athletic  field  is  no  longer 
a  dream  of  the  future  but  a  reality,  as  the  trustees  have 
allotted  the  ground  for  it.  The  money  for  grading  was 
given  by  the  school  last  year,  so  that  the  only  remaining 
thing  to  be  done  is  to  set  about  the  work,  and  this  will  be 
done  straightway.  The  new  dormitory  is  completed  and 
will  provide  for  a  large  number  of  fellows  who  have,  pre- 
vious to  this,  been  obliged  to  room  in  private  houses.  It 
will  also  serve  to  bring  the  fellows  nearer  together  and 
engender  a  feeling  of  unity   which   cannot   be  felt  while 
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the  fellows  are  scattered  over  so  broad  an  area.  Latin 
Commons  are  to  be  torn  down,  and,  with  all  respect  due 
to  the  old  buildings,  which  have  stood  for  so  many  years 
and  housed  so  many  geniuses,  we  cannot  but  feel  that 
they  have  outlived  their  usefulness,  and  that  the  move  is  an 
excellent  one.  The  Theological  dormitory  which  is  to 
take  their  place  has  far  better  accommodations,  so  the 
change  is  undoubtedly  for  the  best. 

These  constitute  the  changes  which  are  going  to  take 
place  immediately,  but  there  are  others  which  we  hope 
may  occur  in  the  near  future.  We  hope  to  see  a  fine 
new  dining  hall,  a  second  Memorial  hall  in  fact,  built  on 
the  site  of  the  present  Latin  Commons.  We  hope  to  see 
more  dormitories  built  until  the  Academy  shall  own 
enough  buildings  to  house  the  whole*  school.  And  in  the 
distant  future,  when  all  these  other  changes  have  taken 
place,  we  hope  to  see  a  new  school  building  in  the  midst 
of  the  others,  the  centre  of  the  school  life. 

Thus  would  we  have  it,  and  thus  we  feel  assured  and 
hope  with  all  our  heart  that  it  will  be;  Andover,  one  solid 
unit  on  the  top  of  the  old  hill,  closely  bound  together 
by  common  interests  and  common  aims  of  its  students. 
With  every  physical  advantage  added  to  the  best  name 
and?  most  wholesome  spirit  that  "  Prep  "  school  ever  had  ; 
and  it  is  that  spirit  which  has  kept  Andover  ever  at  the 
front,  in  spite  of  lack  of  funds,  in  spite  of  lack  of  equip- 
ment at  times,  and  in  spite  of  all  that  has  come  up 
against  it.  Those  who  saw  Yale,  with  her  indomitable 
spirit,  hold  Harvard  on  the  three-yard  line,  in  that  mem- 
orable contest  of  last  fall,  were  to  a  man,  impressed 
deeply,  profoundly,  with  an  impression  never  to  be  erased. 
But  we  could  not  but  feel  that  it  was  not  only  Yale,  but 
Andover  spirit  which  showed  then.  It  was  the  spirit  that 
Andover,  the  backbone  of  Yale,  sends  there  and  diffuses 
abroad.    No  better  examples  of  this  were  ever  displayed, 
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no  memory  of  Andover  will  ever  be  cherished  more  dearly 
than  the  remembrance  of  two  things  which  have  taken  place 
within  the  last  month. 

The  first,  at  Exeter,  on  the  afternoon  of  the  Track 
Meet,  when,  in  the  face  of  defeat,  the  fellows  cheered  and 
cheered,  unremittingly,  and  in  a  manly  and  sportsmanlike 
way  met  their  defeat.  It  won  for  Andover  more  glory  than 
victory  could  have  done,  and  aroused  an  interest  in  Track 
which  we  feel  sure  will  bring  out  a  winning  team  next  year. 

The  second  example,  of  which  I  speak,  was  illustrated 
by  the  way  the  fellows  came  out  to  the  base  ball  practices 
throughout  the  week  preceding  the  Exeter  game,  cheered 
the  men  on,  and  encouraged  them  to  such  an  extent  that 
they  won  the  game,  though  they  had  played  a  losing  game 
throughout  the  season.  Always  thus  will  we  win  victories 
as  long  as  such  spirit  remains  in  the  school. 

So  let  it  be  the  thought  of  every  Senior  who  is  about  to 
leave  our  dear  old  Alma  Mater,  that  whatever  he  may  do 
will  reflect  credit  or  discredit  upon  the  old  school,  according 
to  the  value  of  his  action.  Let  it  be  the  aim  of  every 
fellow  to  scatter  abroad  to  the  world  that  manly,  straight- 
forward spirit  which  characterizes  our  school,  that  men  may 
say  of  Andover  the  school,  as  did  Phillips  Brooks  of  And- 
over, the  town  ;  Andover,  everywhere  and  always,  first,  last, 
the  manly,  straightforward,  sober,  patriotic  New  England 
school. 

The  Mirror  congratulates  Mr.  Schick  upon  his  election 
to  the  captaincy  of  the  track  team  and  compliments  the 
team  for  its  very  excellent  choice.  It  seems  not  too  san- 
guine to  expect  that  under  his  guidance  Andover  may  again 
triumph  over  Exeter  on  the  Track,  judging  from  his  pre- 
vious performances. 


BOOKS 


221 


The  retiring  board  takes  pleasure  in  announcing  the 
election  of  Roland  Jesse  Todd  as  Managing  Editor  for  next 
year,  and  William  Johnson  Colby  as  Business  Manager.  We 
are  confident  that  the  united  efforts  of  the  two  will  accom- 
plish more  than  has  been  accomplished  before. 


The  Monk  and  the  Dancer,  by  A.  C.  Smith,  New  York.  Scrib. 
ner's.  Price  Si. 50. 

This  book  is.  I  think.  Mr.  Smith's  first  published  volume, 
although  he  has  done  considerable  magazine  writing.  It  is  a  good 
beginning.  The  title  story  is  bold  and  powerful,  strong  in  plot 
and  execution  and  showing  the  touch  of  a  masterhand.  In  fact 
the  workmanship  of  the  stories  is  excellently  sustained  through- 
out. Second  in  excellence,  I  think,  is  "  The  Peach,"  a  wholly 
original  story  whose  oriental  plot  and  conception  are  absorbing. 
This  story  was  widely  noticed  on  its  appearance  in  Scribner's 
Magazine,  last  year.  The  author  strikes  a  pleasing  vein  of  mildly 
satirical  humor  in  "The  Eye  of  the  Harem."  a  story  less  daring 
than  the  others,  but  far  above  the  average  of  short  stories. 

c.  R. 

For  the   Queen  in  South  Africa,  by  Caryl  Davis  Haskins. 
Little,  Brown  &:  Co.,  Boston. 

If  one  looked  only  at  the  title  of  this  book,  he  might  suppose 
it  to  be  a  very  partisan  discussion  of  the  Boer  trouble.  But  he 
would  be  mistaken  ;  and  he  would  also  miss  a  very  interesting 
collection  of  short  stories. 

Some  of  the  stories  deal  with  the  Boer  war.  and  some  with 
the  Zulu  war  of  several  years  ago.  They  are  all  ,;  strenuous,''  and 
the  style  in  which  they  are  written  is,  either  consciously  or  un- 
consciously, an  imitation  of  Kipling. 

The  best  stories  in  the  book  are  "  The  Full-back  Tells  the 
Story."  and  11  Winning  the  Sword-knot,"  but  they  are  all  told  in  a 
straightforward,  breezy  way.  and  make  very  interesting  reading. 


Xeaves  from  ipbUUps  lv\>. 

Conducted  by  George  T.  Eaton,  P.  A.  '73. 
'27 — Charles  King  Whipple  died  May  10,  1900.  He  was 
graduated  from  Amherst  College  in  1831  and  for  several  years 
was  pharmacist  at  the  Massachusetts  General  Hospital.  He  was 
identified  with  the  abolition  movement  and  was  a  warm  friend  of 
Garrison,  Weld,  Parker,  and  Phillips. 

f  '34 — Richard  Smith  was  born  in  Salem,  July  12,  18 11,  and 
died  in  Peabody,  March  4,  1900.  He  was  engaged  in  the  leather 
business. 

V  '37 — Judge  John  N.  Pike  of  the  Newburyport  police  court 
died  in  that  city  May  3,  1900.  A  graduate  of  Williams  College, 
he  had  been  a  member  of  the  common  council,  of  the  board  of 
aldermen,  a  director  of  the  public  library,  city  solicitor  and  a  mem- 
ber of  the  water  board.  In  '97-98  he  was  vice-president  of  the 
alumni  association. 

'41 — A  prominent  physician  of  West  Boylston,  George  W. 
Warren,  died  April  22,  1900. 

'47 — Rev.  Dr.  James  G.  Vose  after  34  years  of  work  has  re- 
signed his  pastorate  of  the  Beneficent  church  in  Providence,  R.  I. 

v  '49 — Dr.  John  Richardson  Bronson  was  a  veteran  of  the  civil 
war,  having  had  charge  of  the  hospitals  at  Williamsburg  and 
Fortress  Monroe.  He  held  many  town  offices  in  Attleboro. 
Stricken  with  blindness  in  his  later  years  he  retired  from  active 
practice  and  died  May  9,  1900. 

{  '49 — William  Henry  Burtt  died  in  South  Lawrence,  May  12, 
1900. 

'49 — For  nearly  forty  years  Stillman  Holt  Harnden  followed 
the  profession  of  carpenter  in  Andover,  and  died  April  23,  1900. 

'51 — Prof.  Levi  L.  Paine  of  Bangor  Theological  Seminary  has 
published  through  Houghton,  Mifflin  &  Co.,  "  Evolution  of  Trini- 
tarianism." 

'64 — William  A.  Linn,  who  for  nearly  30  years  has  been  con- 
nected with  the  New  York  Evening  Post,  has  resigned  the  po- 
sition of  managing  editor. 

'71 — President  Charles  F.  Thwing  of  Adelbert  College  has 
an  article  in  the  May  Century  entitled  "  Significant  Ignorance 
about  the  Bible." 
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'74 — Harper  &  Bros,  publish  "The  Northwest  Under  Three 
Flags."  The  book  covers  the  period  between  1635  and  1796,  and 
refers  to  the  portion  of  our  union  that  passed  successively  under 
the  flags  of  France,  England  and  the  United  States.  The  volume 
is  written  by  Charles  Moore. 

'80 — Charles  A.  Clough  of  Vineyard  Haven  is  connected 
with  the  General  Electric  Co.,  of  Schenectady,  N.  Y. 

'81 — J.  Waldo  Smith  is  Engineer  and  Superintendent  of  the 
Passaic  Water  Co.,  Paterson,  N.  J. 

'83 — George  D.  Pettee  in  July  assumes  the  principalship  of 
"  The  University  School,"  Cleveland,  O. 

'88 — In  the  May  number  of  Appleton's  Popular  Science 
Monthly  is  an  article  by  the  Hon.  Bird  S.  Coler  on  "  The  Most 
Expensive  City  in  the  World." 

'90 — Charles  G.  Osgood  jr.,  instructor  in  Yale  has  prepared  a 
volume  which  Henry  Holt  &  Co.  publish,  entitled  "  The  Classic 
Mythology  of  Milton's  English  Poems." 

'91 — Miss  Katherine  Hamlin  Osterhodt  and  Daniel  C. 
Adams  were  married  May  22,  1900,  at  Kingston,  N.  Y. 

'91 — At  Newark,  N.  J.,  April  18,  Miss  Marie  Dorothy  Renzie- 
hausen  was  married  to  Samuel  S.  Yardley. 

'92 — Miss  Edith  Burr  Palmer,  daughter  of  Rev.  Dr.  Charles 
Ray  Palmer,  P.  A.  '51  and  grand-daughter  of  Rev.  Dr.  Ray 
Palmer  P.  A.  '26,  was  married  May  5,  1900,  at  New  Haven,  Conn, 
to  Arthur  E.  Foote. 

'93 — Raymond  M.  Crosby  has  an  art  studio  on  59th  street, 
New  York  City. 

'93 — Henry  L.  deForest's  address  is  West  Superior,  Wis. 

'93 — Married  in  Brooklyn,  N.  Y.,  April  25,  1900,  Walter  J. 
Lapham  and  Miss  Nellie  Jeannette  Shay. 

'96 — Thomas  B.  Clarke  jr.,  is  president  of  the  Yale  Dramatic 
Association. 

'97 — Alan  H.  Richardson  of  Waterbury,  Conn.,  has  been 
elected  president  and  manager  of  the  Yale  Navy,  for  the  coming 
year. 

'98 — Oliver  E.  Merrell  has  been  chosen  leader  of  the  Amherst 
College  Banjo  Club. 
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BROOKS  BROTHERS,  ^ 


BROADWAY,  con  226  Street,  NEW  YORK  CITY 


SPECIAL  LIGHT  WEIGHT  j»  j* 


For  medium  or  extreme  hot  weather — Outer  Gar- 
ments for  driving  or  walking  in  rain  or  shine— appro- 
priate Clothing  for  Land  or  Water  Sports. 

All  correct  styles  found  anywhere  else — many  found 
nowhere  else — in  Clothing,  Furnishings,  Traveling 
Articles,  etc.,  etc. 

A  Catalogue  will  furnish  details  impossible  to 
enumerate  here. 


HflT£  furs 


Derby  and  Soft  Hats  in  all  the  Latest  Styles  and  Colors.  College 
Caps  and  Outing  Hats  of  every  description. 

Special  attention  given  to  Young  Men's  STYLISH  HEADGEAR. 

We  carry  a  select  and  exclusive  line  of  Ladies'  Hats,  both  Imported 
and  Domestic. 

Fine  Furs  for  Ladies  and  Gentlemen.  Custom  Work  and  Repairing 
a  special  feature  of  this  department.  We  carry  a  choice  line  of  Seal 
Skins  and  Sables. 


Geo.  L.  Griffin  &  Son 


FURRIERS  &  HATTERS 


404  WASHINGTON  ST.,  BOSTON,  MASS. 


QEO.  L  QRIFFIN  6r  SON. 
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Special  Attention 


PAID  TO  THE 


Furnishing  of 
Students'  Rooms 


We  Meet  Every  Requirement  Co-op.  Discount 


H.  B.  ARflSTRONG  &  CO., 

89-97  Orange  Street  780  Chapel  Street 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


TUTORING  IN  CAMBRIDGE. 

The  Teachers  named  below,  of  long  experience  and  thoroughly  familiar  with  Harvard 
requirements,  will  receive  this  summer,  as  usual,  pupils  in  Cambridge  in  preparation  for  the  ad- 
mission examinations  of  Harvard  College,  the  Lawrence  Scientific  School,  and  Radcliffe 
College.  Instruction  will  be  furnished  preparatory  to  entrance,  to  the  removal  of  conditions,  or 
to  the  anticipation  of  prescribed  or  elective  studies.  The  work  is  divided  by  subjects  among  the 
different  teachers,  and  as  a  rule,  each  teacher  has  only  one  pupil  at  a  time ;  this  method  of  in- 
struction insures  the  best  possible  adaptation  to  special  needs.  Excellent  laboratory  facilities 
are  furnished  in  all  subjects  in  which  they  are  required  by  the  new  definitions  of  admission. 

Students  from  a  distance  can  have  pleasant  accommodations  procured  for  them  and  much 
care  will  be  given  to  their  comfort  and  enjoyment.  Candidates  will  not  be  received  in  prepara- 
tion for  the  June  examinations  without  the  cordial  approval  of  the  head  of  the  school,  where 
they  have  been  in  attendance  during  the  present  school  year.  Reference  may  be  made  to  any 
recent  Harvard  graduate  or  will  be  furnished  in  any  large  city.  Candidates  may  be  examined 
and  advised  as  to  their  prospects  of  admission  to  the  University  before  entering  upon  any  work. 
Of  those  prepared  for  the  Autumn  entrance  examinations  in  1899,  no  candidate  for  Harvard 
College  failed  to  be  admitted  to  the  Freshman  Class.    The  instruction  is  divided  as  follows  :  

HISTORY  AND  ALLIED  SUBJECTS 
Max  Benshimol,  (Harvard  University)      William  W.  Nolen  A.  M.,  (Harvard  University) 

MATHEMATICS  AND  SCIENCE 
George  A.  Hill,  (Harvard  University)      James  M.  MacKayb,  S.  B.  (Harvard  University) 
William  W.  Nolan,  A.  M.    "  George  W.  Pierce,  A.  M.,  (University  of  Texas) 

THE  LANGUAGES 
Constance  G.  Alexander,  A.  B.,  (Radcliffe  College) 
Max  Benshimol,  A.  M.,  (Harvard  University) 

Ralph  W.  Clifford,  A.  B.,  (Harvard  University) 

Wiilliam  J.  Miller,  A.  M.,  (Harvard  University) 

Charles  S.  Moore,  A.  B.,  (Harvard  University) 

Hollis  Webster,   A.  M.,  (Harvard  University) 

Correspondence  may   be   addressed  to   WILLIAM   W.  NOLEN, 
MANTER  HALL,   CAMBRIDGE,  MASS. 
Lcng  Distance  Telephone :—  Cambridge  627. 
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LOOMIS'  A 
temple  of  flfousic 


Largest  Music  House  in  the  State 
Everything  in  the  Music  Line 


BANJOS 

Stewart 
Luscomb 
Lansing 
Artist 


MANDOLINS 

Maurer 
Ricca 
Bruno 
Vega 


GUITARS 

Martin 
Bruno 
Vega 
Maurer 


Morrison 
Waldo 


Martin  Artist 
Howe-Orm  Howe-Orm 


cAll  the  Latest  Sheet  Music  for  cAll  Instruments  at 
EDISON  PHONOGRAPHS  AND  RECORDS. 


CHAS.  H.  LOOMIS, 

833  CHAPEL  STREET, 
-  -  -  NEW  HAVEN,  CT. 
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CHASE  &  CO.  di 

NEW  HAVEN  HOUSE  BLOCK 


Haberdashers 


To  those  men  who  appreciate  the  niceties  in  dress  which  are  so  es- 
sential to  proper  personal  appearance,  and  to  those  intelligent  buyers  who 
appreciate  the  best. 

To  those  men  who  value  a  carefully  selected  stock  of  the  very  best 
the  market  offers  and  who  consider  the  advantages  of  a  tasty  selection  of 
the  latest  and  most  stylish  goods. 


"  Well,"  said  the  monkey  to  the  organ-grinder  as  he  sat  on  the  top 
of  the  organ,  "  I'm  simply  earned  away  with  the  music." — Tid-Bits. 


REMOVED  FROM  418  W/15HINQT0N  STREET. 

JAMES  A.  HAWKES, 

Successors  to 

j»  D.  TOY  &  COMPANY  * 

Teulors 

71  BEACON  STREET,    -  BOSTON 

Telephone,  Haymarket  1387-3.  Near  Charles  Street. 
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Dr.  3.  5.  Hicfyarbs 

94  Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass* 

Office  Hours :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Dr.  <L  W.  Scott, 

Main  Street,  Andover,  Mass* 

Office  Hours :  Till  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3  p.  m.;  7  to  9  p.  m. 

Dr.  3°*?n  P-  Correg, 

Physician  and  Surgeon       ♦*♦       X  4  Essex  Street* 

TELEPHONE  22-4.  Office  Hours:  Until  10;  3  to  5  p.  m.;  after  7  p.  m. 

P.  A.  '92. 

Charles  <E.  Ctbbott,  Ztt  D., 

Physician  and  Surgeon    ♦*♦    70  Main  St.,  Andover, 

Office  Hours :  Until  9  a.  m.;  1  to  3,  6  to  8  p.  m. 

A  REAL  SINECURE. 

Tired  Tompkins — There's  one  job  I  wouldn't  mind  havin',  Horace* 
Hungry  Horace  (in  a?nazement) — What's  that  ? 
"  Lineman  fer  er  wireless  telegraph  comp'ny." — Life. 

J}enry      Clarke,  7X1.  D-, 

3  Punchard  Avenue      ♦%      Andover,  Mass, 

Office  Hours  :  Until  9.30  a.  m.;  1.30  to  3,  7  to  8  p.  m. 

albert  <g.  fjulme, 
D.  7X1.  T>. 


<L       (Bilbert,  Ztt  X).  S., 

DENTAL  ROOMS 

Bank  Building         .\         Andover,  Mass. 
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We  Want 

Every  Andover  Man  to  Wear 

Hewman's  Uarsity  Shoes 

HIGH-CLASS  ONLY. 
Made  and  Sold  only  by 

NEWMAN  the  SHOEMAN 

79  TREMONT  ST.,  1  RENONT  BUILDING, 
Harvard  Sqtiare,  Cambridge.  ....BOSTON 

DEWEY  JOKE. 

"  What  is  the  difference  between  Dewey  and  a  floor-walker  ?  " 

"  One  sails  about  the  seas  and  the  other  sees  about  the  sales."— Judge. 


XLhc  IDutcbtnson 

NEW  HdVEN,  -  QONN. 

* .  .  Cor*  College  and  Crown  Sts< 

(ONE  BLOCK  FROM  CAMPUS) 


FRANK  W.  BENEDICT,  Owner. 


Apply  to  F.  J.  Rice. . . 
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HARDY  &  COLE  LE  ~— 

B  m  rT~rer  -  ^Koife  id  Lumber  Dealers 

Box  Making,  Planing,  Sawing  and 

Matching  done  to  order.    Kindling  Wood  by  the  load. 

...P.  A.  Students  would  do  well  to  remember  that... 

Smith  &  Manning        Winter  Underwear 

Call  at  their  store  8  ESSEX  STREET,  and  see  for  yourselves. 

T.  J.  FARMER 
Pish  of  all  Kinds  •?•  ?•  ■••  Oysters,  Clams  and  Lobsters 

15  Barnard's  Court,  Andover 

She  loved  John  Smith  beyond  a  doubt, 

But  when,  alas  !  she  thought 
Of  the  wedding-cards  she  gave  her  hand 

To  Mr.  Wellesley  Wellington  Watt. — Detroit  Journal. 

M.  T.  WALSH 
DEALER  IN  STOVES,  RANGES  AND  FURNACES. 

Plumbing,  Steam  and  Hot  Water  Heating.        Shop,  Essex  St.  Andover. 

HENRY  P.  NOYES 

FURNITURE 

ANDOVER,  MASS. 


DEALER 

....IN.... 


EDWIN  C.  PIKE 
Stoves,  Lamps,  Oil,  Tin  and  Glass  Ware. 

PAINTS,  WOODEN  WARE,  CROCKERY,  ETC. 

PARK  ST.,  ANDOVER,  MASS. 

TONY  BASSO 

Fresh  Fruit  and  Confectionery 

50  Main  Street,    -  Andover* 


THE  PHILLIPS  ANDOVER  MIRROR 


XVI 


ruiters  to.... 

bilUps  Hcademy 


Style  and  Quality  S 

One  without  the  other  is  void,  but 
when  you  come  to  us  you  get  them 
both.  We  have  special  and  exclusive 
SHIRTINGS  imported  from  England; 
new  and  exclusive  NECKWEAR  and 
SOCKS  and  all  other  fittings  you  want. 


W.  H.  GOWDY  &  CO. 


Opp.  Osborn  Hall, 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 
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WILLOUGHBY  &  CO., 

181  ESSEX  STREET,  Cor.  Jackson, 
LAWRENCE. 


LA  FLEUR-DE-LIS, 

MAIN  STREET. 

ANDOVER. 


♦♦.pbotOGtapbers^ 

DEVELOPING  &  PRINTING 
AMATEUR  WORK. 


Sofa  Pillows,  Pin  Cushions 

PICTURE  FRAMES.  BANNERS 

IN  ANDOVER  BLUE  AND  WHITE. 


W.  E.  STRATTON,  .     teacher  of 

Morrill  House  Annex,  Banjo,  Guitar  &  Mandolin 

ANDOVER.  INSTRUMENTS  FOR  SALE. 


O.  CHAPMAN....  DINIiNQ  ROOMS 

MAIN  STREET  TOBACCO  CIGARS 

...main  MKfcti...  ...SOFT  DRINKS... 


THE  LATEST. 

Waiter — "  This  is  the  latest  on  boiled-beef." 

Patron—"  What  is  it  ?  " 

Waiter — "  Horseless  horse-radish." — Judge. 


J.  A.  SMART, 

BANK  BUILDING,  -  -  ANDOVER. 

Represents  Fire,  Life  and  Accident  Insurance. 
Best  Companies.     Lowest  Rates. 


CURRAN  &  JOYCE, 

433,  435,  437  COMMON  ST., 
LAWRENCE,  MASS. 


Ere  i?ou  flnsurefc  ? 

Is  your  House  Insured? 

Are  your  Furniture  dr»  Books  Insured? 


Bailardvale  -  Lithia  -  Water 


GINGER  ALE  &  SODA. 


H.  C.  TANNER, 

24  Main  Street, 

....HAVERHILL. 


Caterer 

For  all  kinds  of  Society  Events.  Everything 
used  is  of  first-class  quality,  and  the  Best 
of  Service  Guaranteed.  Prompt  Attention 
and  personal  supervision  given  to  all  contracts. 
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CHARLES  P.  THOMPSON 

Furnishings  for 
Students'  Rooms... 


ORANGE  STREET, 

New  Haven,  «  Conn 


The  Famous  Sweet  Sounding 

S.  S.  Stewart  Banjos 

and  Marvelous  GEO.  BAUER 

Mandolins  and  Guitars 

are  used  by  leading  Professionals  all 
over  the  world. 

Prices  Range  from  $6  to  $150  Each. 

MANUFACTORY  AT  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 

OFFICE  AND  SALESROOM  : 

1016  CHESTNUT  ST.,  j  )  PHILADELPHIA,  PA. 
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DRESS  SHIRTS 
COLLARS  AND  CUFFS 

JAMES  P.  EARLE, 
Ibaberfcasber 

NEW  HAVEN,     -  CONN. 

NECKWEAR  UMBRELLAS 

HANDSOME  DAN  TOBACCO .... 
HANDSOME  DAN  CIGARETTES 

Estimates  given  on  all  kinds  of 

Class  and  Society  Pipes. 

L.  L.  STODDARD... 

940  CHAPEL  ST., 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 

FROST  &  ADAMS  CO., 

Importers  .\  37  Cornhill,  Boston,  flass. 


UNDERWEAR 
HOSIERY 


flfcatbematical  Unsttuments 


ARTISTS'  MATERIALS 

For  Crayon  and  Charcoal  Drawing,  Oil  and  Water  Color 
Painting.     Architects'  and  Engineers'  Supplies,  Etc. 
Picture  Framing  a  Specialty. 


DISCOUNT  TO  STUDENTS. 
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MANSION  HOUSE 
LIVERY  AND  BOARDING  STABLE, 

Doing  Business  at  the  Old  Stand.  IRA  B.  HILL,  Proprietor 

Depot  Carriages  meet  all  Boston  Trains,  and  carry  passengers  to  the  station  at  short 
notice.  First-class  Rigs  to  let,  with  or  without  a  driver.  P.  A.  patronage  respect- 
fully solicited  and  satisfaction  guaranteed . 

Long  Distance  Telephone  Connection  at  Mansion  House. 

W.  J.  BURNS, 
bailor  and  furnisher 

Agent  for  Imperial  Laundry  

ANDOVER,  MASS. 

T.  A.  HOLT  &  CO., 

Dry  Goods  and  Groceries 

Special  Attention  Paid  to  Crockery. 

...ANDOVER  AND  NO.  ANDOVER. 

The  Hndover  Bookstore  & 

Supply  Depot  for  all  Academy  Text  Books  and  School 
Supplies.  Stationery  in  all  grades,  plain  and  engraved, 
special  P.  A.  Paper.  See  our  Andover  Fountain  Pen. 
Price  reduced  to  $1.50.  Weekly  and  Monthly 
Periodicals.  ........ 

GE©.  a°  HIOOBNS  &  CO. 

ST.,  AKDOVEK. 
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G-  W-  CHANDLER, 

Dealer  in  (oaJ  ^nd  Wood.  Teaming  Jobbing 

Orders  left  and  bills  payable  at  ••••At  5bort  Wotic* 

store  of  O.  P.  Chase 

G.  H.  VALPEY  E.  H.  VALPEY 

VALPEY  BROTHERS, 

Dealers  in  Meats,  Provisions,  Vegetables,  &c. 

No.  2  Main  St.,  Andover,  Mass. 


THOA\A5  E.  RHODES, 

Ice  Cream,  Ice  Cream  Soda,  Confectionery 

Lunch  Room.  Main  Street,  Andover 

J-  P.  WAKEFIELD, 

Dealer  in  Meats,  Vegetables,  Etc. 

— Market  on  Main  Street. 


COAL      WOOD  STRAW  HAY 


Successor  tc  JTTm/v/KI  !/•      TP  1  r>  re  o/i-M    Carter's  Block 

John  Cornell    J-  I  If/ft/tV    JCj  •     XX  VUlA/f>1J  lb  Andover,  Mass. 

Coal  delivered  to  the  room.    Mill  Wood  for  Kindlings 

~F     T>      TTTfZflTWSl     TtfllfPWI       Confectioner,,  Cigars, 
JO.  1   .  AAJ  \JT  iJTJl  xV         JJUyh  Lsi  tf  mm      Tobacco.     Zurich  Boom 

MUSGROVE  BUILDING,    -    ELM  SQUARE. 
A  Full  Line  of  Kennedy's  Biscuits. 
ANDOVER,  MASS. 

FINEST  LINE  OF  CUTLERY  IN  TOWN. 

Also    Revolvers,  Cartridges,  Loaded  Shells,  Skates,  Polo  Sticks  and 

Balls  at  the 

ANDOVER    HARDWARE  STORE. 

H.  McLAWLIN,       -       MAIN  STREET. 

GEO.  P1DD1NGTON   -   -  FLORIST. 

73    SCHOOL  STREET 

Fancy  Roses,  Carnations,  Violets      and  al1  ^0sn%ie  risers 

ALL  KINDS  OF  DECORATIONS. 
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wm  mi  nun, 

fltmnufacturlng  Jeweler 
Club  and        t^WlS  and 

CoHP  Rtnge 

Gold  and  Sitber  Medals 
Watches,  Diamonds,  Jewelry 

[ TRADE  MARK. 


200  BROdbWflT,  NEW  YORK. 

<s*  Special  Exclusive  Designs  upon  (Application. 


H.  C  HASKELL, 

...II  MAIDEN  LANE... 

...NEW  YORK,  N.  Y. 
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HITCHCOCK 

©®®®®®®®®®®®®®® 

P.  A. 


i  am  studio 

Main  Street, 

ANDOVER. 


OPPOSITE 
YALE  CAMPUS. 


Warner  Hall  Apartments 

1044  Cfapel  Street,  New  ftaven,  Conn. 

Elegantly  Fitted  Throughout  with  modern  conveniences.  Safe  construc- 
tion of  Stone,  Brick  and  Steel.  Electric  Elevator.  Sanitary  Plumbing. 
Steam  Heat.  Free  Billiard  Table.  Restaurant,  Laundry,  Barber  Shop, 
Tailor  on  first  floor.  Prices  from  $100  to  $600  per  College  Year,  includ- 
ing Heat,  Light  and  Attendance. 


Time  Saver 


Copy  Your  Notes  and 
Make  Your  Manu- 
scripts on  a    .    .    .  . 


IWew  franklin  ^pewrtter.  LLotSf 


lest,  Lightest,  Easiest 
and  Most  Durable 

Typewriter  made.  FIRST-CLASS  AT  A  REASONABLE  PRICE.  $75.00.  Typewriters 
rented,  $4.00  per  month.    For  Illustrated  Catalogue  and  Full  Particulars,  write  to  " 

GutterVGower  Co.,  *  173  H>e\>cmsbtre  5t-t  Boston. 


1  IIOMIi  PtlOTOOPAPniC  (0., 


Artistic  Photographs 


3  Park  Street  and  384  Boylston  Street,  BOSTON. 
1286  Massachusetts  Avenue,  Cambridge. 


-•piwnsriiiiMiiKiiinMni-- 


Official  Photographers  for  Harvard  University,  Smith 
College,  Wellesley  College,   Mt.  Holyoke 
College,  Tufts  College,  and  many 
High  Schools. 


We  Advertise  Here 


With  a  view  to  inform  you  that  our  pat- 
rons at  Andover  have  requested  us  to 
do  so,  in  order  that  their  friends  might 
know  that  we  make  Stylish  and  Well 
Fitting  Garments  at  a  moderate  outlay. 
Ask  any  man  that  trades  with  us  and 
they  will  tell  you  so. 


A.  L.  STARIN, 
Importing  Cailor 


Ifoeafcquarters  for 


1050  CHAPEL  STREET, 

(Opp.  Vanderbilt  Hall) 

NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


YALE  SPIRIT 


finds  its  outward  expression  in  just  such  things 
as  the  "Big  Store"  shows  in  its  Yale  goods. 

The  store  is  full  of  Souvenirs  and  of  the  things  to  put  the  room  in  touch 
with  the  traditional  college  room.  There's  much  more  than  we  can  mention. 
But  these  are  some  : 

Yale  Silk  Flags,  24x36,  the  word  Yale  in  large,  full  gothic  letters,  $2.00. 

Yale  Flags,  19x26,  large  letter  Y,  65c. 

Yale  Flags,  5  ft.  x  3  ft.,  made  from  best  quality  cashmere,  $3.00.  Yale 
Flag,  6  ft.  x  9  ft.,  best  quality  of  bunting,  YALE  in  large  letters,  $5.50. 

Yale  Smoking  Sets,  Tobacco  Bowls,  Cups  and  Saucers  and  Plates  with 
College  Buildings  reproduced,  Yale  Seal  on  Soap  Boxes,  Yale  Pins  and 
Brooches,  Yale  Pillows,  Yale,  Yale,  Yale — right  through  from  top  to  bottom. 
The  same  with  the  prices.    Gone  from  the  top  to  the  bottom. 


THE  EDW.  MALLEY  CO-, 

....NEW  HAVEN,  CONN. 


F1MNK  GORBIN 
Umporting  Uaflor 

1000  CHAPEL  STREET, 

New  Haven,  Conn. 
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